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PREFACE 
TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


In  a  little  work*  published  seven  years  ago,  tiie  Author  of 
the  following  Discourses  intimated  a  desire  to  work  out  for 
himself  and  present  to  his  readers,  a  distinct  answer  to  the 
"J     question,    'What  is  Christianity?'    and  the  work  then  put 
^    forth  was   designed  as   a  mere  preliminary  to  another,    in 
^    which  this  great  inquiry  should  be  prosecuted.     The  purpose 
then  announced  still  remains,  and  the  materials  for  its  execu- 
V    tion  are  for  the  most  part  prepared.     The  present  volume, 
•t'  however,  is  not  offered  as  any  part  of  its  fulfilment :    but 
J  rather  in  temporary  apology  for  its  non-fulfilment. 
/        Of  liis  reasons  for  withholding  for  a  time  that  pljfdildsf  d 
^    volume,  this  is  not  the  proper  place  to  speak  at  ;;ii\-  length. 
A  change  in  some  of  his  views,  and  the  consciousness  of  im- 
maturity in  others,  have  certainly  had  a  share  of  influence  in 
producing  the  postponement.     But  it  has  been  occasioned 
chiefly  by  his   desire  to  lay  aside  for  a  while  the  polemical 
character,  which  necessity,  not  choice,   has  impressed  upon 
his  former  writings  ;  and  which,  imtil  relieved  by  some  task 
of  higher  spirit,  misrepresents  the  order  of  his  convictions, — 
engaging  him  upon  the  outward  form  of  Christian   belief, 
while  silent  of  the  inner  heart  of  human  life  and  faith. 

*  The  Rationale  of  Religious  Enquiry ;  or  the  Question  stated  of  Reason, 
the  Bible,  and  the  Church. 
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VI  rilEFACE. 

Of  his  ronsons  for  presenting  this  unpromised  volume,  the 
Autlior  has  hut  few  words  to  say.  As  its  contents  were 
written,  so  are  they  now  published,  because  he  takes  them 
to  be  true,  and  good  to  be  recognised  as  true  by  the  con- 
sciousness of  all  men  :  and  not  having  been  produced  as  task- 
work, but  out  of  an  earnest  heart,  they  may  possibly  find  a 
reader  hero  and  there,  to  whom  they  speak  a  fitting  and 
faithfid  word.  Should  the  book  avail  for  this,  it  will  suffi- 
ciently justify  its  appearance  ;  should  it  not,  it  will  speedily 
disajjpear,  and  at  least  no  harm  be  done. 

No  formal  connexion  will  be  found  among  the  several 
Discourses  in  this  volume.  Prepared  at  different  times,  and 
in  different  moods  of  meditation,  they  are  related  to  each 
other  only  by  their  conmion  direction  towards  the  great  ends 
of  responsible  existence.  The  title,  indeed,  expresses  the 
spirit,  more  than  the  matter,  of  the  book; — which  'endea- 
vours '  to  produce,  rather  than  describe,  the  essential  temper 
if  ^^le  Christian  life.' 

^^^^uthor  would  have  introduced  a  larger  number  of 
DhUIPRs  having  direct  reference,  in  word  as  well  as  in 
spirit,  to  the  Divine  Ministry  of  Christ,  did  he  not  hope  to 
follow  up  the  present  volume  by  another  devoted  especially 
to  this  subject,  and  a  third  on  the  Christianity  of  Paul.  In 
the  mean  while,  he  trusts  that  those  who,  in  devout  reading 
of  books  and  men,  look  for  that  rather  which  is  Christian, 
than  which  talks  of  Christianity,  will  find  in  this  little  volume 
no  faint  impression  of  the  religion  by  which  he,  no  less  than 
they,  desires  to  live  and  die. 

Liverpool,  June  20,  1843. 
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DISCOUESES. 


I. 

THE  SPIEIT  OF  LIFE  IN  JESUS  CHRIST. 


Romans  viii.  2. 
the  law  of  the  spirit  of  life  in  jesus  christ. 

'  A  man/  says  the  Apostle  Paul,  '  is  the  image 
and  glory  of  God/  And  truly,  it  is  from  our^^jpi 
human  nature,  from  its  deep  experiences,  and  ear- 
nest affections,  that  we  form  our  conceptions  of 
Deity,  and  become  qualified  to  interpret  the  so- 
lemn intimations  which  creation  and  scripture 
afford  to  us  respecting  him.  Without  the  stirring 
of  divine  qualities  within  us,  without  some  con- 
sciousness of  that  which  we  ascribe  to  the  All- 
perfect,  the  names  and  descriptions  by  which  he  is 
made  known  to  us  would  be  empty  words,  as  idly 
sent  to  us  as  treatises  of  sound  to  the  deaf,  or 
some  '  high  discourse  of  reason '  to  the  fool.     All 
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that  wc  believe  without  us,  we  first  feel  within 
us ;  Hud  it  is  the  one  sufficient  proof  of  tjie  g^an- 
dcur  and  awfulness  of  our  nature,  that  wc  have 
faitli  in  God ;  for  no  merely  finite  being  can 
possibly  bchevc  the  infinite.  The  universe  of 
which  each  man  conceives,  exists  primarily  in  his 
own  mind  ;  there  dwell  the  Angel  he  enthrones  in 
the  height,  and  the  Demon  he  covers  with  the 
deep  :  and  vainly  would  he  talk  of  shunning  hell, 
Avho  never  felt  its  fires  in  his  bosom ;  or  he  con- 
verse of  heaven,  whose  soul  was  never  pure  and 
green  as  Paradise. 

In  virtue  of  this  resemblance  between  the  hu- 
man and  the  divine  mind,  Christ  is  the  repre- 
sentative and  revealer  of  both.  God,  by  the  very 
immensity  of  his  nature,  is  a  stationary  being, 
plwBct  and  therefore  unchangeable  :  and  so  far  as 
Jesus  Chi'ist  was  '  the  same  yesterday,  today,  and 
for  ever/  so  far  as  one  uniform  mind  and  power 
possessed  him,  as  one  sacred  pui'pose  was  impressed 
upon  his  life ;  so  far  is  he  the  emblem  of  Deity ; 
afi"ording  us,  in  speech,  in  feeling,  in  will,  in  act, 
an  idea  of  God,  which  nothing  borrowed  from  the 
material  creation  or  mortal  Hfe  can  at  all  approach. 
His  unity  of  soul,  the  unalterable  spirit  pervading 
all  his  altering  moods  of  thought, — in  short,  his 
identity  with  himself,  is  altogether  divine.  In  so 
far,  on  the  other  hand,  as  he  underwent  vicissi- 
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tudes  of  emotion ;  in  so  far  as  lie  spake,  thought^ 
acted  differently  in  different  periods  of  his  career, 
and  a  changed  hue  of  soul  came  over  him,  and 
threw  across  the  world  before  him  a  brighter  or 
a  sadder  shade ;  so  far  is  he  the  ideal  and  picture 
of  the  mind  of  Man.  His  self-variations  are  alto- 
gether human. 

The  casual  vicissitudes  of  feeling  in  Christ,  his 
alternations  of  anxiety  and  hope,  of  rejoicing  and 
of  tears,  have  often  been  appealed  to,  as  traces 
of  his  liaNnng  had  a  like  nature  with  our  own. 
The  appeal  is  just ;  and  shows  us  that  he  was  im- 
pressed, as  we  are,  by  those  outward  incidents, 
which  may  make  the  morning  happy  and  the 
evening  sad.  But,  besides  these  accidental  agita- 
tions, which  follow  the  complexion  of  our  external 
lot,  there  is  a  far  more  important  set  of  changes, 
which  the  affections  and  character  undergo  from 
internal  causes;  which  occur  in  regular  succes- 
sion, marking  and  characterizing  the  different 
periods  of  mental,  if  not  of  physical  life  ;  and  con- 
stitute the  stages  of  moral  development  through 
which  the  noblest  minds  visibly  pass  to  their 
perfection.  The  incidental  fluctuations  of  emotion 
raised  by  the  good  or  evil  tidings  of  the  hour,  are 
but  as  the  separate  waves  which  the  passing  wind 
may  soothe  to  a  ripple  or  press  into  a  storm  :  but 
the  seasonal  changes  of  character,  of  which  I  now 
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spciik,  arc  ratlicr  tlie  great  tidal  movements  of 
the  dec])  Avitliiu  us,  depending  on  less  eapricious 
forces  tlian  the  transient  gale,  and  bearing  on 
their  surface  the  mere  film  of  tempest  or  of  calm. 
The  succession  is  distinctly  traceable  in  the  mind 
of  Clu'ist,  making  his  life  a  model  of  moral  pro- 
gression the  most  impressive  and  sublime.  He 
thus  becomes  in  a  new  sense  the  representative  of 
our  duty,  our  visible  and  outward  conscience : 
revealing  to  us  not  only  the  end  to  which  we 
must  attain,  but  the  successive  steps  by  whicli 
our  nature  reaches  it ;  the  process  as  well  as  the 
result ;  tlie  natural  history  of  the  affections  which 
belongs  to  the  true  perfection  of  the  will.  He  is 
the  type  of  the  pure  religious  life  ;  all  its  develop- 
ments being  crowded,  by  the  rapid  ripening  of  his 
soul,  into  his  brief  experience  :  and  we  read  in 
the  gospel  a  divine  allegory  of  humanity,  symbo. 
lical  of  those  profound  and  silent  changes,  of 
passiou  and  speculation,  of  faith  and  love,  through 
which  a  holy  mind  rises  to  its  most  godlike 
power. 

I  propose  to  follow  Jesus  through  tbe  several 
periods,  so  far  as  they  appear,  of  his  outward  and 
inward  history;  and  to  show  the  correspondence 
between  their  order  and  the  successive  stages  of 
growth  in  a  religious  and  holy  soul. 

The  only  incident  recorded  of  the  childhood  of 
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Jesus  strikingly  commences  the  analogy  between 
his  nature  and  ours^  and  happily  introduces  him 
to  us  as  the  representative  of  the  great  ideas  of 
duty  and  God  within  the  soul.  The  annual  pil- 
grimage from  his  -sillage  to  the  holy  city^  which 
had  hitherto  been  the  child's  holiday,  full  only  of 
the  wonder  and  delight  of  travel,  seized  hold,  on 
one  occasion,  of  deeper  feelings,  which  absorbed 
him  with  their  new  intensity.  The  Adsit  which 
h^d  become  conventional  with  others,  appeared  at 
once  with  its  full  meaning  to  him  :  and  with  the 
surprise  of  a  fresh  reverence,  he  tui'ned  from  the 
gay  streets,  and  the  sunny  excursion,  and  the 
social  entertainment,  to  the  quiet  courts  of  the 
temple,  where  the  ancient  story  of  miracle  was 
told,  and  the  mystery  of  prophecy  explained. 
Eager  to  prolong  this  new  and  solemn  interest, 
he  missed,  you  will  remember,  the  opportunity  of 
travelling  back  with  the  caravan  of  Nazareth  : 
and  when  told  by  his  parents,  on  their  return 
in  quest  of  him,  '  Thy  father  and  mother  have 
sought  thee  sorrowing,'  he  replied,  with  a  tone 
not  altogether  filial,  '  Know  ye  not  that  I  must  be 
about  my  Father's  business  ?' 

The  answer  is  wonderfully  expressive  of  the 
spirit  of  young  piety,  taking  its  first  dignity  as  an 
independent  principle  of  action  in  the  mind.  The 
lessons  of  devotion  are,  for  a  long  time,  adopted 
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passively,  with  listening  faith ;  the  great  ideas 
(IwincUinir,  as  they  fall  from  the  teacher's  lips,  to 
tlio  dimensions  of  the  infant  mind  receiving  them. 
When  the  mother  calls  her  children  to  her  knees 
to  speak  to  them  of  God,  she  is  herself  the  greatest 
object  in  their  affections.  It  is  by  her  power  over 
them  that  God  Ijecomcs  Venerable ;  by  the  pmity 
of  her  eye  that  he  becomes  Holy ;  by  the  silence 
of  the  hour  that  he  becomes  Awful ;  by  the  ten- 
derness of  her  tones  that  he  becomes  Deai'.  Th^t 
the  parents  bend,  with  lowly  look  and  serene 
result,  before  some  invisible  Presence,  is  the  first 
and  sufficient  hint  to  the  heart's  latent  faith ; 
which  therefore  blends  awhile  with  the  domestic 
sympathies,  simply  mingling  with  them  an  ele- 
ment of  mystery,  and  imparting  to  them  a  deeper 
and  less  earthy  colouring.  But  the  thoughts 
which  constitute  religion  are  too  vast  and  solemn 
to  remain  subordinate.  They  are  germs  of  a 
growth,  which,  with  true  nurture,  must  burst 
into  independent  life,  and  overshadow  the  w^hole 
soul.  When  the  mind,  beginning  to  be  busy  for 
tself,  ponders  the  ideas  of  the  infinite  and  eternal, 
it  detects,  as  if  by  sudden  inspiration,  the  immen- 
sity of  the  relations  which  it  sustains  to  God  and 
immortality  :  the  old  formulas  of  religious  instruc- 
tion break  their  husk,  and  give  forth  the  seeds  of 
wonder  and  of  love ;  every  thing  that  seemed  be- 
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fore  great  and  vrortliy  is  dwarfed;  and  human 
affinities  and  duties  sink  into  nothingness  com- 
pared with  the  heavenly  world  which  has  been 
discovered.  There  is  a  period,  when  earnest 
spii'its  become  thus  possessed;  disposed  to  con- 
trast the  grandeur  of  their  new  ideal  with  the 
littleness  of  all  that  is  actual ;  and  to  look  with  a 
sublimated  feeling,  which  in  harsher  natures 
passes  into  contempt,  on  pursuits  and  relations 
once  sufficient  for  the  heart's  reverence.  At  such 
a  crisis  it  was  that  Jesus  gave  the  answer  to  his 
parents ;  when  his  piety  first  broke  into  original 
and  self-luminous  power,  and  not  only  took  the 
centre  of  his  system,  but  threatened  to  put  out 
those  lesser  and  dependent  lights  which,  when 
their  place  is  truly  understood,  appear  no  less 
heavenly.  He  spake  in  the  entranced  and  exclusive 
spirit  of  young  devotion.  Well  then  may  we  bear 
with  the  rebukes  which  this  earnest  temper  is 
sometimes  impelled  to  administer :  for  by  a 
mental  necessity,  all  strong  feeling  must  be  ex- 
clusive, till  wisdom  and  experience  have  trained 
it ;  till  the  worth  of  many  things  has  been  ascer- 
tained; till  God  is  seen,  not  sitting  aloof  from 
his  creation  to  show  how  contemptible  it  is,  but 
pervading  it  to  give  it  sanctity;  till  it  is  found 
how  much  that  is  human  is  also  divine.  None 
learned  this  so  soon  or  so  profoundly  as  Jesus. 
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.Viul  even  now,  the  very  sight  of  home  restored 
his  househohl  sympathies  again :  for  when  he 
went  to  Nazareth  with  his  parents,  '  he  was 
obedient  unto  them ;  and  increased  in  favour ' 
with  '  man/  as  well  as  '  God,' 

Nearly  twenty  years  elapsed.  Boyhood  passed 
without  events.  The  slight  flush  of  the  youthful 
soul  had  fled.  .  Vainly  did  Mary  notice  how  a 
light,  as  from  within,  came  upon  his  features,  as 
he  bent  over  his  daily  toil,  or  forced  him  to 
pause,  as  if  in  some  secret  and  inefi'able  colloquy. 
Though  the  life  of  God  within  him  was  strong 
enough  to  win  the  world,  and  give  direction 
to  its  reverence  for  ever,  he  was  a  villager 
still,  serving  the  same  necessities,  and  pacing 
the  same  track  of  custom  as  others.  It  was 
inevitable  that  the  spiritual  force  within  him 
should  make  insurrection  against  the  narrow  and 
cramping  conditions  by  which  it  was  confined; 
that  it  should  strive  to  burst  its  fetters,  and  find 
or  create  a  career  worthy  of  itself:  in  short,  that 
we  should  find  Jesus  no  longer  at  Nazareth, 
but  in  tlie  wilderness ;  led  thither  in  spite  of 
himself,  of  interest  and  comfort,  of  habit  and 
home,  by  the  beckoning  of  the  di^dne  image  in 
his  heart.  That  solitude  he  was  impelled  to 
seek,  that  he  might  grapple  face  to  face  with 
the  e^al  and  earthly  spirits  that  beset  our  path, 
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disengage  himself  from  the  encumbrances  of 
usage  and  of  doubt,  and  struggle  into  a  life 
befitting  one  who  stands  in  immensity  and  dwells 
with  God.  To  the  eye  of  the  outward  observer 
he  may  appear  altogether  quiet,  sitting  on  the 
bleak  rock  in  the  collapse  of  feebleness  and  rest. 
Nevertheless,  in  that  still  form  is  the  most  ter- 
rible of  conflicts;  an  exchange  of  awful  defiances 
between  Heaven  and  Hell;  a  heaAdng  and 
wrestling  of  immortal  powers,  doing  battle  for 
the  mind  of  Jesus,  and  suspending  on  that 
moment  the  souls  of  millions  and  the  destinies 
of  the  world.  His  holy  spirit  won  the  Adctoiy  ; 
the  angels  of  peace  and  power  led  him  forth ; 
and  the  transition  was  made  from  the  obscurity 
of  ordinary  toil  to  the  glory  of  his  everlasting 
ministry. 

Now  in  the  development  of  all  earnest  and 
noble  minds  there  is  a  passage  corresponding 
with  this  scene.  There  is  a  time  when  their 
image  of  Duty  grows  too  large  for  the  accidental 
lot  in  which  it  is  encased,  and  seeks  to  burst 
it;  when  human  life  changes  its  aspect  before 
the  eye ;  and  custom  can  no  longer  show  it 
to  us  as  a  flat  dull  field,  where  we  may  plough, 
and  build,  and  find  shelter  and  sleep ;  but  it 
swells  into  verdant  slopes,  that  lie  around  the 
base  of  everlasting  hills,  whose  summit  no  man 
B  5 
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Cixn  (lisccni,  passing  away  as  a  dim  shape  into 
the  bhie  infinite  -svlierc  not  a  cloud  can  Hngcr. 
There  is  a  crisis  wlien  every  faithful  son  of  God 
is  agitated  by  a  fierce  controversy  between  the 
eartlily  and  the  divine  elements  of  his  nature. 
Self  and  the  flesli  seductively  whisper,  *  Thou 
hast  a  life  of  many  necessities;  earn  thy  bread 
and  eat  it ;  and  pay  thyself  for  all  thy  trouble 
with  a  warm  hearth  and  a  soft  bed.'  The  voice 
of  God  thunders  in  reply,  '  Thy  life  is  short,  thy 
work  is  great,  thy  God  is  near,  thy  heaven  is  far ; 
do  I  not  send  thee  forth,  armed  with  thought, 
and  speech,  and  a  strong  right  hand,  to  contend 
with  the  e\'il  and  avenge  the  good  ?  Indulge  no 
more,  or  I  shall  leave  thee  :  do  thy  best,  and  faint 
not :  take  up  thy  free-will,  and  come  with  me.' 
By  some  such  conflict  does  every  great  mind  quit 
its  ease  to  serve  its  responsibilities ;  part,  if  need 
be,  with  the  sympathy  of  friends  and  the  security 
of  neighbourhood,  in  fidelity  to  duty ;  and  suffer 
wasting  and  loneliness,  as  in  the  bleakest  desert, 
till  temptation  be  vanquished,  and  hesitancy  flung 
aside. 

The  course  of  Jesus  was  now  taken.  The  pea- 
sant had  assumed  the  prophet's  mantle  and 
^Messiah's  power.  How  calm  and  free  his  mind 
had  thus  become,  how  unembarrassed  it  dwelt  in 
the  pure  atmosphere  of  its  own   convictions,   is 
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evident  from  this ;  that  to  his  own  village  he 
wentj  and  announced  the  change.  In  the  very 
synagogue  where  parents  and  neighbours  wor- 
shippedj  and  aged  knees  to  which  he  had  clung 
in  infant  sport  were  bent  in  prayer;  where  his 
ear  had  first  heard  tlie  music,  and  his  soul  felt 
the  sublimity  of  ancient  prophecy,  there  '  He 
opened  the  book,  and  found  the  place  where  it 
was  written,  "the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  upon 
me,  because  he  hath  anointed  me  to  preach  glad 
tidings  to  the  poor ;  he  hath  sent  me  to  pro- 
claim liberty  to  the  captives,  and  recovery  of 
sight  to  the  blind ;  to  let  the  oppressed  go  free, 
to  proclaim  the  acceptable  year  of  the  Lord/' ' 
No  wonder  that  as  he  spake  in  comment  worthy 
of  such  a  text,  his  hearers  ^were  astonished  at 
the  gracious  words  that  proceeded  from  his  lips/ 
The  moment  introduced,  and  fitly  represents,  the 
first  era  of  his  ministry;  during  the  whole  of 
which  a  joyous  inspiration  was  on  him.  No  sad 
forebodings  visited  him :  no  doubts  restrained 
his  freedom  :  no  tears  gushed  forth  to  check 
his  voice  of  mercy  and  delay  his  word  of  power. 
It  was  a  hopeful  and  vigorous  career;  crowded 
with  blessed  deeds,  and  flushed  with  countless 
benedictions,  that  only  kindled  him  to  an  alacrity 
more  godlike.  Nay,  it  seemed  impossible  for 
him    to    bear    his    own    messages    of   love    fast 
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enough  :  and  first  the  Twelve,  and  then  the 
Seventy,  were  sent  successively  forth  on  a  sys- 
tcniiitic  mission,  to  multiply  his  power,  and  make 
ready  the  paths  of  peace.  The  report  of  the 
Sevcnt}',  on  their  return,  declares  the  triumph 
of  his  name  and  spirit,  not  only  in  the  conquest 
of  disease,  but  in  the  attachment  of  the  poor 
and  the  oppressed :  and  with  the  glow  of  the  glad 
devotion  that  marks  this  period,  Jesus  exclaimed, 
'  I  beheld  Satan,  as  lightning  fall  from  heaven.' 
The  Twelve  brought  far  different  tidings,  which 
changed  again  the  colours  of  his  life. 

Who  does  not  discern,  in  the  history  of  every 
fc^ithful  mind,  a  period  like  this  ? — a  period  im- 
mediately following  the  solemn  league  and  co- 
venant which  Ave  make  with  Duty.  Through 
sore  and  dark  temptations  the  Christian  first 
emerges  into  the  free-will,  by  which  he  stands 
up  and  lives  in  the  likeness  of  God :  and  then, 
in  the  joy  of  his  freedom  and  sincerity,  he 
springs,  with  self-precipitation,  into  the  mission 
heaven  assigns.  That  which  he  speaks — is  it 
not  true  ?  that  which  he  feels,  is  holy ;  that 
which  he  desires,  is  great  and  good.  He  loves 
the  souls  he  would  convert,  and  knows  them  of 
the  same  family  with  his  own.  He  has  con- 
uuered  in  himself  the  weakness  and  the  ills  with 
which  he  wars  in  others ;  and  shall  he  not  have 
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faith  ?  God  is  vaster  than  the  most  gigantic 
wrongs ;  and  his  righteousness,  which  is  as  the 
great  mountains,  will  speedily  suppress  them  in 
the  abyss.  In  the  power  of  this  glorious  faiths 
the  true  servant  and  prophet  of  the  Lord  goes 
forth ;  makes  a  generous  and  confident  rush  upon 
evil;  and — since  it  is  the  Immortal  against  the 
Perishable, — he  trusts  to  sweep  it  oft"  and  tri- 
umph in  its  flight.  But  alas  !  the  time  is  short, 
the  conflict  long :  and  faint  and  bleeding,  he 
discovers  that  he  must  fall,  before  the  cry  of 
victory.  And  yet  was  that  faith  of  his  most 
true.  Its  computation  of  forces  Avas  most  uner- 
ring,— for  always  shall  evil  be  overcome  by  good ; 
— with  mistake,  you  will  say,  in  its  dates ; — but 
that  is  only  the  prophet's  mistake,  that  sees  the 
future  as  the  present,  and  considers  the  certain- 
ties of  God  superior  to  time.  This  right-souled 
man  has  uplifted  his  arm,  and  done  a  faithful 
work  :  and  the  eftbrts  of  the  wise  and  holy  are 
not  mere  momentary  strokes,  dissipated  and  lost ; 
but  an  everlasting  pressure  upon  ill,  with  tension 
increasing  without  end,  till  it  drives  the  mon- 
strous mass  across  the  brink  of  annihilation. 

Sad  however  is  the  hour  when  generous  hope 
receives  its  first  check  ;  and  with  mournful  atten- 
tion Jesus  hears,  on  the  return  of  the  Twelve, 
tidings  of  hostility  and  danger,   forcing  on  him 
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the  conviction,  that  he  nxiist  die ;  tidings  espe- 
cially of  the  vigilance  of  Ilerod,  recent  murderer 
of  John  the  Baptist.  The  shock  was  some- 
what sudden.  He  retreated  into  solitude  among 
the  hills,  that  he  might  feel  awhile  without  ob- 
struction the  refuge  of  his  disciples'  friendship 
and  his  Father's  power.  And  soon  in  the  Trans- 
figuration, where  his  mind  conversed  with  pro- 
phets of  an  elder  age,  the  impression  of  his  de- 
cease as  the  penalty  of  his  faithfulness,  becomes 
finally  fixed.  Thenceforth,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
not  only  did  his  \'iews  and  expectations  undergo 
a  great  change  and  receive  a  large  accession  of 
truth,  but  the  spirit  and  moral  tone  of  his  rai- 
nistr}'  was  different.  Steadfast  as  before,  even  to 
'  set  his  face  to  go  to  Jerusalem,'  he  is  less  joyous 
and  more  serene;  more  earnest  and  lofty,  as  if 
his  great  aims  had  become  sublimer  for  the  dis- 
tance to  which  thej  had  receded,  and  dearer  for 
the  price  at  which  they  must  be  gained;  more 
prone  to  tears,  when  asked  for  by  the  griefs  of 
others,  more  driven  to  prayer  in  wrestling  with 
his  own.  If  his  deeds  of  power, — which  by  their 
nature  must  be  self-repetitions, — are  less  fre- 
quent, he  gives  himself  more  to  speech,  varying 
ever  those  words  of  eternal  life  from  which  all 
ages  learn  diriuest  wisdom.  And  so  he  passes 
on  to  his  crucifixion ;  numbering  the  days  only 
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by  the  duties  that  remain ;  devoting  himself  to 
the  crowds  of  Jerusalem  by  day,  and  to  the 
family  of  Bethany  at  even  ;  in  the  morning  teach- 
ing in  the  temple,  and  predicting  its  fall  at  night ; 
blessing  the  widow's  charity,  laying  bare  the 
priest's  hypocrisy ;  found  by  his  conspirators  at 
midnight  prayer ;  in  the  trial,  concerned  for  Pe- 
ter; in  the  hall,  convulsing  the  conscience  of 
Pilate ;  on  the  fatal  road,  turning  with  pity  to 
the  daughters  of  Jerusalem ;  and  not  exclaiming 
'  It  is  finished,'  till  from  the  cross  he  looked  on  a 
mother  for  whom  he  found  a  home,  and  a  disciple 
whom  he  made  blessed  by  his  trust. 

And  even  this  last  change  in  Christ  appears 
to  be  not  a  mere  external  modification,  but  an 
internal  ripening  of  his  perfect  character,  the 
last  unfolding  of  its  progressive  beauty  :  to 
which  also  there  is  a  corresponding  stage,  wher- 
ever the  true  religious  life  fulfils  its  course. 
When  the  first  sanguine  enterprizes  of  con- 
science seem  to  fail  (though  fail  they  cannot, 
except  to  live  as  fast  as  our  impatient  fancies)  ; 
when  a  cloud,  like  that  which  fell  upon  Christ's 
future,  descends  upon  the  prospects  of  the  good ; 
when  the  evils  against  which  he  has  taken  up 
his  vow,  withstand  the  siege  of  his  enthusiasm, 
and  years  ebb  away,  and  strength  departs,  with 
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no  visible  impression  made ;   and  friends  become 
treacherous,  and  foes  alert,  and  God's  good  Pro- 
vidence   seems   tedious    and   cruel,  —  then   weak 
spirits   may   succumb,    able   to   keep   faith   alive 
no  more ;    and  even  the   man   mighty  of  heart 
may  find   the  controversy  great,  whether   to  go 
on  and  bear  up  against  such  sorrow  of  the  soul. 
But  if  he  be  wise,  he  chugs  more  firmly  to  his 
fidelity,    and  thinks  more   truly  of  his    mission^ 
wherein   he   is   appointed   not  to  do  much,   but 
to  do  well.     He  too   takes  counsel  of  the  pro- 
phets  of  old, — the  sainted   spirits   of  the   good, 
who   rebuke  his   impatience,   and  tell   him  that 
they   followed    each    other   at   intervals   of    cen- 
turies, and  as  they  found,   so  after  true  service 
did   they  leave,   the   mighty  work   of  good   un- 
done ;  that  the  fruits  of  heaven  will  not  ripen  in 
some  sunny  hour ;   but  every  noble  mind   must 
lend  its  transitory  ray ;   and  then,  when  the  full 
year    of    Providence   has   gone    its   round,    per- 
chance the  collective  sunshine  of  humanity  may 
have   matured   the   produce   of  the   tree  of  hfe. 
Such  communion  does  indeed   speak  to   him   of 
his    'decease  which  he  must    accomplish;'    asks 
him  to  join  the  glorious  succession  of  the  good ; 
sends  him  with  transfigured  spirit  back  into  the 
field  of  dutv ;  gives  him  a  sadder  but  more  en- 
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during  wisdom ;  by  whicli,  witli  or  without  hope^ 
in  or  out  of  peril,  he  lives  and  labours  on;  in 
renouncing  power  and  success,  winning  their  di- 
vinest  forms;  and  through  self-crucifixion  gifted 
with  immortahty. 


II. 

THE  BESETTING  GOD. 


Psalm  cxxxix.  5. 

thou  hast  beset  me  behind  and  before,   and  laid  thine 
hand  upon  me. 

Perhaps  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  represent  God 
to  our  minds  under  any  greater  physical  image 
than  tliat  of  his  diffused  presence  through  every 
region  of  space.  Certainly,  to  feel  that  He 
lives,  as  the  percipient  and  determining  agent, 
throughout  the  universe,  conscious  of  all  things 
actual  or  possible  from  the  wdd  centre  to  the 
desert  margin  of  its  sphere,  excluded  from  nei- 
ther air,  nor  earth,  nor  sea,  nor  souls,  but  clad 
with  them  as  a  vestment,  and  gathering  up  their 
laws  within  his  being,  is  a  sublimer,  and  there- 
fore a  truer  mode  of  thought,  than  the  con- 
ception of  a  remote  and  retired  mechanician, 
inspecting  from   without  the  engine  of  creation 


20  THE  BESETTING  GOD. 

to  sec  how  it  performs.  Indeed  this  mechanical 
metaphor^  so  skilfully  elaborated  by  Palcy,  ap- 
pears to  be  of  all  representations  of  the  divine 
natm*e,  the  least  religious ;  its  very  clearness  pro- 
claiming its  insufficiency  for  those  affections 
which  seek,  not  the  finite^  but  the  infinite;  its 
coldness  repelling  all  emotions,  and  reducing 
them  to  physiological  admiration ;  and  its  scien- 
tific procedure  presenting  the  Creator  to  us  in  a 
relation  quite  too  mean,  as  one  of  the  causes  in 
creation,  to  whom  a  chapter  might  be  devoted  in 
any  treatise  on  dynamics  ;  and  on  evidence  quite 
below  the  real,  as  a  highly  probable  God.  The 
true  natural  language  of  devotion  speaks  out 
rather  in  the  poetry  of  the  Psalmist  and  the 
prayers  of  Christ ;  declares  the  li^dug  contact  of 
the  Divine  Spirit  with  the  human,  the  mystic 
implication  of  his  nature  with  ours,  and  ours 
with  his ;  his  serenity  amid  our  griefs,  his  sanc- 
tity amid  our  guilt,  his  wakefulness  in  our  sleep, 
his  life  through  our  death,  his  silence  amid  our 
stormy  force ;  and  refers  to  him  as  the  Absolute 
basis  of  all  relative  existence ;  all  else  being  in 
comparison  but  phantasm  and  shadow,  and  He 
alone  the  real  and  Essential  Life. 

Were  we  to  insist  on  philosophical  correctness 
of  speech  in  matters  transcending  all  our  modes 
of  definition,  we  should  reject,  as  irrational  and 
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in  trutli  unmeaniug,  the  question  respecting 
any  Spiritual  beings  '  where  is  he  V  Local  posi- 
tion, physical  presence,  is  a  relation  of  material 
things,  and  cannot  be  affirmed  of  Mind,  Trithout 
confounding  it  with  body.  Thought,  will,  love, 
which  have  no  size  and  take  up  no  space,  can  be 
in  no  spot,  and  move  to  none ;  and  to  the  souls 
of  which  these  are  attributes  we  can  ascribe  nei- 
ther habitation  nor  locomotion.  It  is  only  the 
bodily  effects,  and  outward  manifestations  of 
mental  force, — the  gestures  of  the  visible  frame 
and  the  actions  of  the  solid  limbs, — to  which 
place  can  be  assigned :  and  when  we  say,  that 
we  are  here  and  not  tJiere,  it  is  to  this  organic 
system  connected  with  our  spiritual  nature,  and 
to  this  alone,  that  we  refer.  Were  we  to  press 
the  notion  further,  and  endeavour  to  settle  the 
question,  where  our  minds  are,  the  intrinsic 
impropriety  of  the  question  would  leave  us  alto- 
gether at  a  loss.  There  would  be  no  more  rea- 
son to  attribute  to  the  soul  a  residence  within 
the  body,  than  in  the  remotest  station  of  the 
universe  J  for  God  could  as  well  establish  a  con- 
stant relation  between  the  mind  and  the  organ- 
ism on  which  it  was  to  act,  at  a  distance  thus 
vast,  as  in  the  nearest  proximity :  and  there 
would  be  no  more  wonder  in  the  movemci?t  of 
my  arm  on  earth  complying  with  my  will  at  the 
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confines  of  the  solar  system,  than  in  tlie  constant 
rush  of  om*  world  on  its  career,  in  obedience 
to  a  sun  separated  by  distance  so  immense.  It 
may  be,  after  all,  but  figuratively  that  we  speak 
of  any  migratioyi  of  the  soul  in  death.  When 
the  body  appropriated  to  it  as  its  instrument  and 
expression  falls,  we  cannot  say  that  the  mind  is 
here;  we  dream  of  what  we  know  not,  if  we 
fancy  it  to  require  removal  in  order  to  present 
itself  manifestly  in  a  higher  region.  One  order 
of  physical  relations  being  dropped  here,  another 
may  on  the  instant  be  assumed  elsewhere,  reveal- 
ing the  spii'it  to  a  new  society,  and  gi^'ing  it  the 
apparition  of  fresh  worlds. 

If  we  are  unable  to  speak,  otherwise  than  in 
figures,  of  the  place  of  our  own  minds,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  God^s  presence  is  quite  ineffable, 
and  that  we  bow  with  reverent  assent  to  the 
poet's  admission,  'such  knowledge  is  too  wonder- 
ful for  me/  But  the  confession  of  our  ignorance 
once  made,  we  may  proceed  to  use  such  poor 
thought  and  language  as  we  find  least  unsuitable 
to  so  high  a  matter ;  for  it  is  the  essence  and 
beginning  of  religion  to  feel,  that  all  our  belief 
and  speech  respecting  God  is  untrue,  yet  infinitely 
truer  than  any  non-belief  and  silence.  In  what- 
ever sense  then,  and  on  whatever  grounds,  we 
affirm  the  tenancy  of  our  own  frame  by  the  soul 
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that  governs  it,  must  we  fill  the  universe  with 
the  everlasting  Spirit  of  whose  thought  it  is  the 
development.  His  agency  is  all-comprehending  ; 
and  declares  itself  alike  before  us,  from  whichever 
side  of  the  world's  orbit,  from  whatever  phase  of 
life  we  siu'vey  the  spectacle  of  the  heavens,  or  the 
phenomena  of  human  history;  nor  can  we  help 
regarding  the  physical  laws  of  creation  (the  same 
in  all  worlds)  as  his  personal  habits;  the  moral 
order  of  ProAddence  as  the  unfolding  of  his  cha- 
racter ;  the  forms  -and  flush  of  the  universal 
beauty  as  the  effusion  of  his  art ;  the  griefs  and 
joys,  the  temptations,  lapses  and  triumphs,  and 
all  the  glorious  stiife  of  responsible  natm-es,  as 
the  energy  of  his  moral  sentiments,  and  his  pro- 
fuse donation  of  a  divine  freewill.  It  is  true  we 
do  not  every  where  alike  discern  him ;  but  this  is 
our  blindness,  and  not  his  darkness.  In  the 
narrow  ways  of  common  Ufe,  amid  the  din  of 
labour  and  traffic,  he  seems  to  pass  away ;  though 
it  were  well  that  his  sanctity  should  be  nigh,  to 
cool  the  heats,  and  guard  the  purity,  of  our  toiling 
and  tempted  hours.  But  we  acknowledge  space 
and  silence  to  be  his  Attributes ;  and  when  the 
evening  dew  has  laid  the  noon-day  dust  of  care, 
and  the  vision  strained  by  microscopic  anxieties 
takes  the  wide  sweep  of  meditation,  and  earth 
sleeps  as  a  desert  beneath  the  stai'ry  Infinite,  the 
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unspeakable  presence  wraps  us  close  again,  and 
startles  us  in  the  wild  nigiit-wind^  and  gazes 
straight  into  oiu-  ej-es  from  those  ancient  lights  of 
heaven. 

And  to  that  same  Omnipresence  which  the  in- 
dividual thinker  thus  consciously  realizes,  the  col- 
lective  race   of  men  is   perpetually   bearing   an 
unconscious  testimony.     As  if  in  acknowledgment 
of  the  mystery  of  God,  as  if  with  an  instinctive 
feeling  that  his  being  is  the  meeting-place  of  light 
and  shade,  and  that  in  approaching  him  we  must 
stand  on  the  confines  between  the  seen  and  the 
unseen;    all  nations  and  all  faiths  of  cultivated 
men  have  chosen  the  twilight  hour,  morning  and 
evening,  for  their  devotion;    and  so  it  has  hap- 
pened that,  all  round  the  earth,  on  the  bordering 
circle  between  the  darkness  and  the  day,  a  zone 
of  worshippers  has  been  ever  spread,  looking  forth 
for  the  Almighty  tenant  of  space,  one  half  towards 
the  East,  brilliant  with  the  dawn,  the  other  into 
the  hemisphere  of  night,  descending  on  the  West. 
The  veil  of  shadow,  as  it  shifts,  has  glanced  upon 
adoring  souls,  and  at  its  touch,  cast  down  a  fresh 
multitude  to  kneel ;    and  as  they  have  gazed  into 
opposite  regions  for  their  God,  they  have  virtually 
owned  his  presence  '  besetting  them  behind  and 
before.'      Our  planet  thus  instinct  with   devout 
life,    girded    with    intent   and    perceptive   souls, 
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covered  over,  as  with  a  dmne  retina,  by  the  purer 
conscience  of  humanity,  is  like  a  living  eye, 
watching  on  every  side  the  immensity  of  Deity 
in  which  it  floats,  and  grateful  for  the  rays  that 
relieve  its  native  gloom.  We  sometimes  complain 
of  the  conditions  of  our  being,  as  unfavourable  to 
the  discernment  and  the  love  of  God ;  we  speak 
of  him  as  veiled  from  us  by  our  senses,  and  of 
the  world  as  the  outer  region  of  exile  from  which 
he  is  pecuharly  hid.  In  imagining  what  is  holy 
and  divine  we  take  flight  to  other  worlds,  and 
conceive  that  there  the  film  must  fall  away,  and 
all  adorable  realities  burst  upon  the  sight.  Alas  ! 
what  reason  have  we  to  think  any  other,  station 
in  the  universe  more  sanctifying  than  our  own  ? 
There  is  none,  so  far  as  we  can  tell,  under  the 
more  immediate  touch  of  God  ;  none,  whence  sub- 
limer  deeps  are  open  to  adoration;  none,  mur- 
muring with  the  whisper  of  more  thrilling  affec- 
tions, or  ennobled  as  the  theatre  of  more  glorious 
duties.  The  dimness  we  deplore,  no  travelling 
would  cure  ;  the  most  perfect  of  observatories  will 
not  serve  the  blind ;  we  carry  our  darkness  with 
us ;  and  instead  of  wandering  to  fresh  scenes,  and 
blaming  our  planetary  atmosphere,  and  flying 
over  creation  for  a  purer  air,  it  behoves  us,  in 
simple  faith,  to  sit  by  our  own  wayside  and  cry, 
'  Lord,  that  we  may  receive  our  sight.'  The 
VOL.  I.  c 
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Psalmist  found  uo  fiuilt  uitli  this  world  as  setting 
God  beyond  his  reach ;  but  having  the  full  eye  of 
his  aftcctions  opened  in  perpetual  vigil,  he  rather 
was  haunted  by  the  Omniscient  more  awfully 
than  he  could  well  bear,  and  would  fain  have 
found  some  shade,  though  it  were  in  darkness  or 
the  grave,  from  a  presence  so  piercing  and  a 
light  so  clear.  Those  to  whom  the  earth  is  not 
consecrated,  will  find  their  heaven  profane. 

God  '  besets  us  behind  and  before '  in  another 
sense.  He  pervades  the  successions  of  time  as 
well  as  the  fields  of  space,  and  occupies  eternity 
no  less  than  immensity.  The  imagination  faints 
beneath  the  weight  of  ages  which  crowd  upon  it 
in  the  simplest  meditation  on  his  being,  and  in 
the  utterance  of  the  most  familiar  of  our  prayers. 
"We  call  him  the  '  God  of  our  fathers ;'  and  we  feel 
that  there  is  some  stability  at  centre,  while  we 
can  tell  our  cares  to  One  listening  at  our  right 
hand,  by  whom  theirs  are  remembered  and  re- 
moved ;  who  yesterday  took  pity  on  their  quaint 
perplexities,  and  smiles  to-day  on  ours,  not  wiser 
yet,  but  just  as  bitter  and  as  real ;  and  who 
accepts  their  strains  of  happy  and  emancipated 
love,  while  putting  into  our  hearts  the  song  of 
exile  and  the  plaint  of  aspiration.  We  invoke 
him  as  the  '  God  of  Jesus ;'  and  so  doing,  we 
have  contact  with  a  Mind  yet  conscious  of  every 
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scene  in  the  tragedy  of  Palestine,  wherein  the 
shadows  of  the  Lake-storm  are  uueffaced,  and  the 
cry  of  the  Crucifixion  is  ringing  still.  We  speak 
to  him  as  the  '  Aticient  of  days ;'  and  so  converse 
with  One  who  feels  not  the  gradations  of  intensity 
that  make  diflFerence  to  us  between  the  present  and 
pastj — with  a  consciousness  that  has  no  perspec- 
tive ;  and  we  rest  on  the  surface  of  an  unfathom- 
able nature^  comprising  without  confusion  the 
undulation  of  all  events,  be  it  the  tidal  sweep  of 
centuries,  or  the  surges  of  a  nation's  rage,  or  the 
small  and  vivid  ripplings  of  private  grief.  Nay, 
we  pray  to  him  as  having  abode  '  in  heaven  ■/  and 
we  cannot  lift  out  eye  to  that  pure  vault  without 
thinking  how  old  are  those  stars  amid  which  our 
imagination  enspheres  him ;  how  they  watched 
over  patriarchs  in  the  plain  of  Mamre,  and  paced 
the  night  in  the  same  order,  and  with  like  speed 
as  yesterday  ;  how  they  were  ready  there  to  meet 
the  first  human  sight  that  was  turned  aloft  to 
gaze ;  and  witnessed  those  primeval  revolutions 
that,  having  prepared  the  earth  for  man,  left 
their  grotesque  and  gigantic  vestiges  as  hiero- 
glyphic hints  to  carry  him  back  into  the  waste 
places  of  eternity,  and  measure  for  him  God's 
most  recent  step  out  of  the  Everlasting.  How  do 
the  most  vehement  forms  of  history,  the  tempes- 
tuous minds  that  from  any  other  point  of  view 
c  2 
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would  terrify  us  by  their  might, — the  savage 
hordes  tliat  have  swept  as  a  whirlwind  over  the 
patient  structure  of  civihzation, — how  do  they  all, 
in  this  eontcmplation,  dwindle  into  momentary 
!*hapes,  angel  or  demon  spectres,  vividly  visible 
and  suddenly  submerged  !  By  the  granite  pillars 
of  God's  eternity,  deep-rooted  in  the  abyss,  we  all 
in  turn  climb  to  the  surface  for  a  moment,  to  slip 
again  into  the  night.  But  during  the  moment 
we  are  there,  if  we  use  that  moment  well,  we  all 
see  the  same  presence;  turning  this  way  and 
that,  we  perceive  only  that  he  besets  us  behind 
and  before.  The  Psalmist  came  up  at  a  very  dif- 
ferent point  of  eternity  from  ourselves;  and  as 
he  looked  fore  and  aft,  he  could  see  only  God. 
We,  who  are  presented  at  a  station  where  the 
Hebrew  poet  himself  is  quite  invisible,  discern  on 
every  side  the  same  immensity  which  he  adored. 
Well  may  we  fall  down  and  worship  with  every 
creature.  Great  and  marvellous  are  thy  works, 
0  Lord  God  Almighty !  who  art,  and  wast,  and 
art  to  come. 

There  is  yet  another  sense,  in  which  we  must 
confess  that  God  *  besets  us  behind  and  before.' 
His  physical  agency  in  all  places  is  a  great  and 
solemn  certaintj^ ;  his  ceaseless  energy  through  all 
time  presents  us  with  sublimer  thoughts;  but 
there  is  a  moral  presence  of  his    Spirit  to  our 
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minds  wliich  places  us  in  relations  to  him  more 
intimate  and  sacred.     Surely  there  occur  to  every 
uncorrupted  heart  some  stirrings  of  a  diviner  life; 
some  consciousness^  obscure  and  transient  it  may 
be,  but  deep  and  authoritative^  of  a  nobler  calling 
than  we  have  yet  obeyed ;  a  rooted  dissatisfaction 
with  self,  a  suspicion  of  some  poison  in  the  will, 
a  helpless  veneration  for  somewhat  that  is  gazed 
at  with  a  sigh  as  out  of  reach.     It  is  the  touch  of 
God  upon  us ;  his  heavy  hand  laid  upon  oiu'  con- 
science, and  felt  by  all  who   are  not  numb  with 
the  paralytic  twist  of  sin.     Even  the  languid  mind 
of  self-indulgence,  drowsy  with  too  much  sense, 
complacent  with  too  much  self,  scarcely  escapes 
the  sacred  warning.     For  though  it  is  quite  pos- 
sible that  such  a  one  may  have  no  compunctions 
in    the  retrospect  which  he  takes  from  the  obser- 
vatory not  of  conscience  but  of  comfort,  though 
he  may  even  have  lapsed  from  all  knowledge  of 
remorse,  so  that  God  has  ceased  to  '  beset  him 
from  behind ;'  yet  the  future  is  not  securely  shut 
against  contingencies;  and  a  moment  of  alarm, 
a  shock  of  death,  a  night  of  misery,  may  burst 
the  guilty  slumber,  and  wake  the  poor  mortal,  as 
on  a  morning  breaking  in  tempest,  with  the  flash 
of  conviction.  Behold  !  'tis  God  !     To  most,  I  be- 
lieve, there  comes  at  least  the  casual  misgiving 
that  there  is  a  destiny  to  which  no  justice  of  the 


30  THE   BESETTING  fiOl). 

lieart  lias  yet  been  done ;  and  to  eacli,  there  is 
the  anticipated  crumbhng  away  of  all  his  solid 
ground  in  death;  which  even  to  the  sternest 
unbelief  is  a  lapsing  into  the  dark  grasp  of  an 
annihilating  God.  So  that  the  Almighty  Spirit 
besets  even  these  most  lonely  of  his  children 
'from  before'  And  as  for  minds  that  are  awake 
and  in  any  wise  in  quest  of  him,  he  haunts  them 
every  way.  O  !  that  we  could  but  know  it  to  be 
quite  false  that  the  good  man  is  satisfied  from 
himself.  When  was  there  ever  one  of  us  Avho  did 
not  feel  his  recollections  full  of  shame  and  grief, 
and  find  in  the  past  the  cup  that  overflowed  with 
tears?  When,  one  that  did  not  look  into  the 
future  with  resolves  made  timid  and  anxious  by 
the  failures  of  experience,  and  distrust  that  breaks 
the  high  young  courage  of  the  heart,  and  prayers 
that  in  utterance  half  expect  refusal  ?  Which  of 
us  can  stand  this  day  at  the  solemn  meeting  point 
of  past  and  future,  without  abasement  for  the  one, 
and  trembling  for  the  other  ?  —  without  being 
beset  by  the  divine  Spirit  in  penitent  regrets  from 
behind,  and  in  passionate  aspirations  from  before? 
And  herein  we  should  discover  only  this  ;  that  he 
has  laid  his  hand  upon  us,  —  has  resolved  to 
claim  us  to  the  uttermost,  and  will  haunt  us  with 
his  rebukes,  though  they  wither  us  with  sorrow, 
till  we  surrender  without  terms. 
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It  is  not  apparently  the  design  of  heaven  that 
we  should  be  permitted  to  seek  rest  and  to  desire 
ease  in  this  aspiring  state ;  and  it  is  the  vain 
attempt  to  make  compromise  between  duty  and 
indulgence,  that  creates  the  corrosions  of  con- 
sciencCj  and  the  perpetual  disquietudes  of  spirit, 
and  disappoints  our  own  ideal  from  day  to  day 
and  from  year  to  year.  There  is  no  way  to  the 
peace  of  God  but  by  absolute  self-abandonment 
to  his  will  that  whispers  within  us,  without  reser- 
vation of  happiness  or  self.  Then,  the  relinquish- 
ment once  made, — giving  ourselves  up  to  any  high 
faith  within  the  heart, — the  sorrows  of  mortality, 
its  reproaches,  its  fears,  will  soon  vanish,  and  even 
death  be  robbed  of  its  terrors;  for,  to  quote  the 
noble  words  of  Lord  Bacon,  '  He  that  dies  in  an 
earnest  pursuit  is  like  one  that  is  wounded  in  hot 
blood,  who  for  the  time  scarce  feels  the  hurt ;  and 
therefore  a  mind  fixed  and  bent  upon  somewhat 
that  is  good,  doth  best  avert  the  dolours  of  death.' 


III. 

GREAT  PRINCIPLES  AND  SMALL  DUTIES. 


John  xiii.  14. 

if    1    then,    your    lord  and  master,    have    washed  your 
feet,   ye  ought  also  to  wash  one  another's  feet. 

Every  fiction  that  has  ever  laid  strong  hold  on 
human  belief  is  the  mistaken  image  of  some  great 
truth  ;  to  which  reason  will  direct  its  search^  while 
half- reason  is  content  with  laughing  at  the  super- 
stition^ and  unreason  with  believing  it.  Thus,  the 
doctrine  of  the  Incarnation  faithfulty  represents 
the  impression  produced  by  the  ministry  and  cha- 
racter of  Christ.  It  is  the  dark  shadow  thrown 
across  the  ages  of  Christendom  by  his  mortal  Hfe, 
as  it  inevitably  sinks  into  the  distance.  It  is  but 
the  too  literal  description  of  the  real  elements  of 
his  history;  a  mistake  of  the  morally,  for  tlie 
physically  divine ;  a  reference  to  celestial  descent 
of  that  majesty  of  soul,  which,  even  in  tlie  eclipse 
c  5 
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of  grief,  seemed  too  great  for  any  meaner  origin. 
Indeed,  how  better  could  we  speak  of  tlic  life  of 
Jesus,  than  in  tlic  language  of  this  doctrine;  as 
the  submission  of  a  most  heavenly  spirit  to  the 
severest  burthen  of  the  flesh,  —  the  voluntary 
immersion  within  the  shades  of  deep  suffering  of 
a  godlike  mind,  visibly  radiant  with  light  un- 
known to  others,  and  betraying  its  relation  to 
eternity,  while  making  the  weary  pilgrimage  of 
time  ?  It  was  the  peculiarity  of  his  greatness  that 
it — stooped,  I  will  not  say,  but — penetrated  with- 
out stoopiug,  to  the  humblest  wants ;  not  simply 
stepped  casually  aside  to  look  at  the  most  igno- 
minious sorrows,  but  went  directly  to  them,  and 
lived  wholly  in  them ;  scattered  glorious  miracles 
and  sacred  truths  along  the  hidden  bye-paths  and 
in  the  mean  recesses  of  existence;  ser\ing  the 
mendicant  and  the  widow,  blessing  the  child, 
healing  the  leprosy  of  body  and  of  soul,  and 
kneeling  to  wash  even  the  traitor^s  feet.  In  him- 
self was  the  serene  and  unapproachable  dignity 
of  a  higher  nature,  a  mind  at  one  with  the  uni- 
verse and  its  Author ;  in  his  acts,  a  frugal  respect 
for  the  most  neglected  elements  of  human  life, 
declaring  that  he  came  not  to  be  ministered  unto 
but  to  minister.  What  wonder  that,  when  he 
had  been  ensphered  in  the  immortal  world,  he 
appeared  to  the  affectionate  memories  of  men  as  a 
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divine  being  who  had  disrobed  himself  of  rightful 
glory  to  take  pity  on  their  sorrows,  and  put  on 
for  the  gladness  of  praise  the  garment  of  heavi- 
ness? The  conception  is  at  least  in  close  kindred 
with  a  noble  truth; — that  a  soul  occupied  with 
great  ideas  best  performs  small  duties-,  that  the 
divinest  views  of  Hfe  penetrate  most  clearly  into 
the  meanest  emergencies ;  that  so  far  from  petty 
principles  being  best  proportioned  to  petty  trials, 
a  heavenly  spirit  taking  up  its  abode  with  us  can 
alone  sustain  well  the  daily  toils,  and  tranquilly 
pass  the  humihations,  of  oui'  condition  ;  and  that, 
to  keep  the  house  of  the  soul  in  order  due  and 
pure,  a  god  must  come  down  and  dwell  within,  as 
servant  of  all  its  work. 

Even  in  intellectual  culture  this  principle  re- 
ceives illustration ;  and  it  will  be  found,  that  the 
ripest  knowledge  is  best  qualified  to  instruct  the 
most  complete  ignorance.  It  is  a  common  mistake 
to  suppose,  that  those  who  know  Uttle  suffice  to 
inform  those  who  know  less  ;  that  the  master  who 
is  but  a  stage  before  the  pupil  can,  as  well  as  an- 
other, show  him  the  way ;  nay,  that  there  may 
even  be  an  advantage  in  this  near  approach  between 
the  minds  of  teacher  and  of  taught ;  since  the 
recollection  of  recent  difficulties,  and  the  vivid- 
ness of  fresh  acquisition,  give  to  the  one  a  more 
living  interest  in  the  progress  of  the  other.     Of 
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all  educational  errors^  this  is  one  of  the  gravest. 
The  approximation  required  between  the  mind  of 
teacher  and  of  taught  is  not  that  of  a  common 
ignorance,  but  of  mutual  sympathy ;  not  a  part- 
nership in  narrowness  of  understanding,  but  that 
thorough  insight  of  the  one  into  the  other,  that 
orderly  analysis  of  the  tangled  skein  of  thought, 
that  patient  and  masterly  skill  in  developing  con- 
ception after  conception  with  a  constant  view  to  a 
remote  result,  which  can  only  belong  to  compre- 
hensive knowledge  and  prompt  affections.  With 
whatever  accui'acy  the  recently  initiated  may  give 
out  his  new  stores,  he  will  rigidly  follow  the  pre- 
cise method  by  which  he  made  them  his  own ; 
and  will  want  that  variety  and  fertility  of  resource, 
that  command  of  the  several  paths  of  access  to  a 
truth,  which  are  given  by  thorough  survey  of  the 
whole  field  on  which  he  stands.  The  instructor 
needs  to  have  a  full  perception,  not  merely  of  the 
internal  contents,  but  also  of  the  external  rela- 
tions, of  that  which  he  unfolds;  as  the  astro- 
nomer knows  but  little  if,  ignorant  of  the  place 
and  laws  of  moon  and  sun,  he  has  examined  only 
their  mountains  and  their  spots.  The  sense  of 
proportion  between  the  different  parts  and  stages 
of  a  subject,  the  appreciation  of  the  size  and  value 
of  every  step,  the  foresight  of  the  direction  and 
magnitude  of  the  section  that  remains,  are  quali- 
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ties  SO  essential  to  the  teaclier,  that  without  them 
all  instruction  is  but  an  insult  to  the  learner^s 
understanding.  And  in  virtue  of  these  it  is,  that 
the  most  cultivated  minds  are  visually  the  most 
patient,  most  clear,  most  rationally  progressive; 
most  studious  of  acciu'acy  in  details,  because  not 
impatiently  shut  up  within  them  as  absolutely 
limiting  the  \'iew,  but  quietly  contemplating  them 
from  without  in  their  relation  to  the  whole. 
Neglect  and  depreciation  of  intellectual  minuti^ 
are  characteristics  of  the  ill-informed :  and  where 
the  granular  parts  of  study  are  thrown  away  or 
loosely  held,  will  be  found  no  compact  mass  of 
knowledge  solid  and  clear  as  crystal,  but  a  sandy 
accumulation,  bound  together  by  no  cohesion  and 
transmitting  no  light.  And  above  and  beyond  aU 
the  advantages  which  a  higher  culture  gives  in 
the  mere  system  of  communicating  knowledge, 
must  be  placed  that  indefinable  and  mysterious 
power  which  a  superior  mind  alwaj's  puts  forth 
upon  an  inferior ; — that  living  and  life-giving  ac- 
tion, by  which  the  mental  forces  are  strengthened 
and  developed,  and  a  spirit  of  intelligence  is  pro- 
duced, far  transcending  in  excellence  the  acqui- 
sition of  any  special  ideas.  In  the  task  of  instruc- 
tion, so  lightly  assumed,  so  unworthily  esteemed, 
no  amount  of  wisdom  would  be  superfluous  and 
lost;  and  even  the   child's   elementary   teacliing 
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would  be  best  conducted,  were  it  possible,  by 
Omniscience  itself.  The  more  comprehensive  the 
range  of  intellectual  view,  and  the  more  minute 
the  perception  of  its  parts,  the  greater  will  be  the 
simplicity  of  conception,  the  aptitude  for  exposi- 
tion, and  the  directness  of  access  to  the  open  and 
expectant  mind.  This  adaptation  to  the  humblest 
wants  is  the  peculiar  triumjjh  of  the  highest  spirit 
of  knowledge. 

In  the  same  way  it  is  observable,  that  the  trivial 
se^^^ces  of  social  life  are  best  performed,  and  the 
lesser  particles  of  domestic  happiness  are  most 
skilfully  organized,  by  the  deepest  and  the  fairest 
heart.  It  is  an  error  to  suppose  that  homely 
minds  are  the  best  administrators  of  small  duties. 
Who  does  not  know  how  wretched  a  contradiction 
such  a  rule  receives  in  the  moral  economy  of 
many  a  home  ? — how  often  the  daily  troubles, 
the  swarm  of  blessed  cares,  the  innumerable 
minutiae  of  arrangement  in  a  family,  prove  quite 
too  much  for  the  generalship  of  feeble  minds, 
and  even  the  clever  selfishness  of  strong  ones; 
how  a  petty  and  scrupulous  anxiety,  in  defending 
with  infinite  perseverance  some  small  and  almost 
invisible  point  of  frugality  and  comfort,  surrenders 
the  greater  unobserved,  and  while  saving  money 
ruins  minds ;  how,  on  the  other  hand,  a  rough 
and  unmellowed  sagacity  rules  indeed  and  without 
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defeat,  but  while  maiutaining  in  action  the  me- 
chanism of  government,  creates  a  constant  and 
intolerable  friction,  a  grating  together  of  reluc- 
tant wills,  a  groaning  under  the  consciousness  of 
force,  that  make  the  movements  of  life  fret  and 
chafe  incessantly  ?  But  where,  in  the  presiding 
genius  of  a  home,  taste  and  sympathy  unite  (and 
in  their  genuine  forms  they  cannot  be  separated) 
— the  intelligent  feeling  for  moral  beauty  and  the ' 
deep  heart  of  domestic  love, — with  what  ease, 
what  mastery,  what  graceful  disposition,  do  the 
seeming  trivialities  of  existence  fall  into  order, 
and  drop,  a  blessing  as  they  take  their  place  ! 
how  do  the  hours  steal  away,  unnoticed  but  by 
the  precious  fruits  they  leave  !  and  by  the  self- 
renunciations  of  affection,  there  comes  a  spon- 
taneous adjustment  of  various  Avills ;  and  not  an 
innocent  pleasure  is  lost,  nor  a  pure  taste  offended, 
nor  a  peculiar  temper  unconsidered ;  and  every 
day  has  its  silent  achievements  of  wisdom,  and 
every  night  its  retrospect  of  piety  and  love ;  and 
the  tranquil  thoughts  that,  in  the  evening  medi- 
tation, come  down  with  the  starlight,  seem  like 
the  serenade  of  angels,  bringing  in  melody  the 
peace  of  God  !  Wherever  this  picture  is  realized, 
it  is  not  by  microscopic  solicitude  of  spirit,  but  ) 
by  comprehension  of  mind,  and  enlargement  of 
heart ;  by  that  breadth  and  nicety  of  moral  view 
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which  discerns  every  tiling  in  due  proportion,  and 
iu  avoiding  an  intense  elaboration  of  trifles,  has 
energy  to  spare  for  what  is  great ;  in  short,  by  a 
perception  akin  to  that  of  God,  whose  providing 
frugality  is  on  an  infinite  scale,  vigilant  alike  in 
heaven  and  on  earth  ;  whose  art  colours  a  uni- 
verse with  beauty,  and  touches  with  its  pencil  the 
petals  of  a  flower.  A  soul  thus  pure  and  large 
disowns  the  paltry  rules  of  dignity,  the  silly  no- 
tions of  great  and  mean,  by  which  fashion  distorts 
God's  real  proportions ;  is  utterly  delivered  from 
the  spirit  of  contempt ;  and  in  consulting  for  the 
benign  administration  of  life,  will  learn  many  a 
task,  and  discharge  many  an  oSice,  fi'om  which 
lesser  beings,  esteeming  themselves  greater,  would 
shrink  as  ignoble.  But  in  truth,  nothing  is  de- 
grading which  a  high  and  graceful  purpose  en- 
nobles ;  and  offices  the  most  menial  cease  to  be 
menial,  the  moment  they  are  wrought  in  love. 
What  thousand  services  are  rendered,  aye,  and 
by  delicate  hands,  around  the  bed  of  sickness, 
which,  else  considered  mean,  become  at  once 
holy  and  quite  inalienable  rights.  To  smooth  the 
pillow,  to  proff'er  the  draiight,  to  sooth  or  to  obey 
the  fancies  of  the  delirious  will,  to  sit  for  hours  as 
the  mere  sentinel  of  the  feverish  sleep ; — these 
things  are  suddenly  erected,  by  their  relation  to 
hope  and  life,  into  sacred  privileges.     And  experi- 


AND  SMALL  DUTIES. 


41 


ence  is  perpetually  bringing  occasions,  similar  in 
kind  though  of  less  persuasive  poignancy,  when 
a  true  eye  and  a  lovely  heart  will  quickly  see  the 
relations  of  things  thrown  into  a  new  position,, 
and  calling  for  a  sacrifice  of  conventional  order 
to  the  higher  laws  of  the  affections ;  and  alike 
without  condescension  and  without  ostentation, 
will  noiselessly  take  the  post  of  gentle  service  and 
do  the  kindly  deed.  Thus  is  it  that  the  lesser 
graces  display  themselves  most  richly,  like  the 
leaves  and  flowers  of  life,  where  there  is  the  deepest 
and  the  widest  root  of  love  ;  not  like  the  staring 
and  artificial  blossoms  of  dry  custom  that,  winter 
or  summer,  cannot  change ;  but  living  petals 
woven  in  Nature's  w^orkshop  and  folded  by  her 
tender  skill,  opening  and  shutting  morning  and 
night,  glancing  and  trembling  in  the  sunshine  and 
the  breeze.  This  easy  capacity  of  great  affections 
for  small  duties  is  the  peculiar  triumph  of  the 
highest  spirit  of  love. 

The  same  application  of  the  loftiest  principles 
to  the  most  minute  details  is  still  more  per- 
ceptible when  we  rise  a  step  higher,  and  from 
the  operations  of  knowledge  and  of  love,  turn 
to  notice  the  agency  of  high  religious  faith.  In 
the  management  and  conquest  of  the  daily  dis- 
appointments and  small  vexations  which  befal 
every  life, — the  life  of  the  idle  and  luxurious  no 


42 


GREAT  PRINCIPLES 


less  than  of  the  busy  and  struggling, — only  a 
devout  mind  attains  to  any  real  success,  and 
evinces  a  triumphant  power.  Who  has  not  ob- 
served how  wonderfully  the  mere  insect  cares, 
that  are  ever  on  the  wing  in  the  noon-day  heat 
of  hfe,  have  power  to  stiug  and  to  annoy  even 
the  giant  minds  around  which  they  sport,  and 
to  provoke  them  into  the  most  unseemly  war? 
The  finest  sense,  the  profoundest  knowledge, 
the  most  unquestionable  taste,  often  prove  an 
unequal  match  for  insignificant  irritations;  and 
a  man  whose  philosophy  subdues  nature,  and- 
whose  force  of  thought  and  purpose  gives  him 
ascendancy  over  men,  may  keep,  in  his  own 
temper,  an  unvanquished  enemy  at  home.  Nor 
is  this  found  only  in  cases  of  great  self-ignorance, 
or  impaired  vigour  in  the  moral  sense.  Even 
where  the  evil  is  self-confessed  and  felt  as  a 
perpetual  shame,  where  the  conscience  sets  up 
against  it  an  honest  and  firm  resistance,  it  is 
quite  possible  that  very  little  progress  may  be 
made,  and  very  little  quietness  attained.  This 
is  one  of  the  many  forms  of  Duty  which  mere 
moral  conviction,  however  clear  and  strong,  will 
fail  to  realize.  You  may  be  persuaded  that  it 
is  wrong  to  be  provoked ;  you  may  repeat  to 
yourself  that  it  is  nseless ;  you  may  command 
your  lips  to  silence,  and  breathe  no  angry  word  : 
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yet  witlial  the  perturbation  is  not  gone^  but  only 
dumb ;  the  conquest  is  not  made,  but  the  defeat 
concealed.  There  is  nothing  in  the  efforts  of 
volition  that  has  power  to  change  the  point 
of  mental  view ;  these  self-strivings  do  not  lift 
you  out  of  the  level  of  your  trial;  you  remain 
imprisoned  in  the  midst  of  it,  wrestle  with  its 
miseries  as  you  may ;  wanting  the  uphfting 
faith,  by  which  you  escape  from  it,  and  look 
down  upon  it.  It  may  be  very  absurd,  nay 
very  immoral,  to  be  teazed  by  trifles ;  but  alas ! 
while  you  remain  in  the  dust,  reason  as  you 
may,  it  will  annoy  you ;  and  there  is  no  help  for 
it,  but  to  retire  into  a  higher  and  grassier 
region,  where  the  sultry  road  is  visible  from 
afar.  We  must  go  in  contemplation  out  of  life, 
ere  we  can  see  how  its  troubles  subside,  and 
are  lost,  like  evanescent  waves,  in  the  deeps  of 
eternity  and  the  immensity  of  God.  A  mind 
that  can  make  this  migration  from  the  scene 
by  which  it  is  surrounded,  is  removed  from  all 
vain  strife  of  will,  and  gains  its  tranquilhty  with- 
out an  effort ;  feels  no  difficulty  in  being  gentle 
and  serene,  but  rather  wonders  that  it  could_ 
ever  be  tempted  from  its  pure  repose.  How 
welcome  would  it  often  be  to  many  a  child  of 
anxiety  and  toil,  to  be  suddenly  transferred  from 
the   heat   and   din   of  the   city,  the   restlessness 
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and  worry  of  the  mart,  to  tlie  midnight  garden 
or  the  monntain  top !  And  like  refreshment 
does  a  high  faith,  with  its  infinite  prospects  ever 
open  to  the  heart,  afford  to  the  worn  and  weary : 
no  laborious  travels  are  needed  for  the  devout 
mind ;  for  it  carries  Avithin  it  Alpine  heights  and 
starlit  skies,  which  it  may  reach  with  a  moment's 
thought,  and  feel  at  once  the  loneliness  of  nature, 
and  the  magnificence  of  God. 

Nor  is  it  only  in  the  government  of  ourselves 
that  high  faith  is  found  the  most  efficient  aid  for 
the  less  dignified  duties.  In  the  services  which 
benevolence  must  render  to  others,  the  same 
truth  is  exemplified  ;  and  the  humblest  and  home- 
liest form  of  benevolence,  attention  to  the  griev- 
ances and  sufi'erings  of  the  body,  receives  its  most 
powerful  motive  from  the  sublimest  of  all  truths, 
the  doctrine  of  human  immortality.  A  difierent 
result  might  perhaps  have  been  anticipated.  It 
might  have  been  thought,  that  for  the  truest  sym- 
pathy with  the  pains  of  disease  and  the  privations 
of  infirmity  we  must  look  to  the  disciples  of  mate- 
rialism and  annihilation ;  that  they  who  take  the 
body  to  be  our  all,  would  most  vehemently  de- 
plore its  fragility,  and  most  aft'ectionately  tend  its 
decline  ;  that  no  love  would  be  so  faithful  as  that 
which  believed,  at  the  death-bed  of  a  friend,  that 
the  real  last  look,  the  absolute  farewell,  was  draw- 
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ing  nigh.  On  the  theory  of  extinction,  O  with 
what  close  embrace  would  it  seem,  natural  to 
cling  to  each  sinking  life, — like  kindred  in  ship- 
wreck that  cannot  part !  The  vivid  expectation 
of  futui'itv,  which  has  so  often  led  the  believer 
to  ascetic  contempt  for  his  own  physical  wants, 
would  appear  only  consistent,  if  it  passed  by  in 
equal  scorn  the  bodily  miseries  of  others.  But  it 
has  not  been  so.  In  this,  as  in  all  the  other  in- 
stances, it  appears  that  the  sublimest  instruments 
of  the  mind  are  the  best  fitted  to  the  most  homely 
offices  of  duty ;  and  that  truths  the  most  diAdne 
are  the  gentlest  servitors  of  wants  the  most  hu- 
mihating.  In  the  eye  of  one  who  looks  on  his 
fellow-man  as  a  compound  being,  the  immortal 
element  imparts,  not  meanness,  but  a  species  of 
sanctity,  to  the  mortal;  just  as  the  worshipper 
feels  that  of  the  temple  whose  space  has  been  set 
apart  for  God,  the  very  stones  are  sacred,  and  the 
pavement  claims  a  venerating  tread.  It  is  this 
constant  penetration  to  the  mind  A'sithin,  this  re- 
cognition of  something  that  is  not  seen,  that 
overcomes  the  physical  repulsiveness  of  corporeal 
want  and  pain,  and  gives  a  tranquil  patience  to 
the  Christian  who  watches  the  ravages  of  disease 
and  the  approach  of  death.  Nay,  when  he  sees 
the  soul  which  is  the  heir  of  heaven  prostrated 
and  tortured  by  a  wretched  frame,  he  thinks  it 
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almost  an  indignity  that  so  kingly  a  habitant 
should  pine  in  so  poor  a  cell,  and  a  native  of  the 
light  itself  cry  thus  aloud  in  dark  captivity ;  and 
with  touched  and  generous  heart,  he  flies  to  the 
sufterer,  with  such  help  and  succour  as  he  may. 

Let  us,  then,  cherish  and  revere  the  great  senti- 
ments which  we  assemble  here  to  pour  forth  in 
worship,  not  as  the  occasional  solace,  or  the  weekly 
dignities  of  our  existence ;  but  as  truths  that  na- 
turally penetrate  to  the  very  heart  of  life's  activity, 
and  best  administer  even  the  small  frugalities  of 
conscience.  Nothing  less  than  the  majesty  of  God 
and  the  powers  of  the  world  to  come,  can  main- 
tain the  peace  and  sanctity  of  our  homes,  the 
order  and  serenity  of  our  minds,  the  spirit  of 
patience  and  tender  mercy  in  our  hearts.  Then 
only  shall  we  wisely  economise  moments  when  we 
anticipate  for  ourselves  an  eternity,  and  lose  no 
grain  of  wisdom,  when  we  discern  the  glorious 
and  immortal  structure  -which  its  successive  ac- 
cumulations shall  raise.  Then  will  even  the  merest 
drudgery  of  duty  cease  to  humble  us,  when  we 
transfigure  it  by  the  glory  of  our  own  spirit.  Seek 
ye  then  the  things  that  are  above,  where  your 
life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God. 
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AND  SO  IT  IS  WRITTEN,  THE  FIRST  MAN  ADAM  WAS  MADE  A 
LIVING  SOUL,  THE  LAST  ADAM  WAS  MADE  A  QUICKENING 
SPIRIT.  HOWBEIT  THAT  WAS  NOT  FIRST  WHICH  IS  SPIRI- 
TUAL, BUT  THAT  WHICH  IS  NATURAL  ;  AND  AFTERWARD 
THAT  WHICH  IS  SPIRITUAL, 

Great  and  sacred  was  the  day  of  Adam's  birth  : 
if  for  no  other  reason,  yet  for  this, — that  he  was 
the  first  man,  and  had  a  living  soul.  The  im- 
pressions received  by  the  original  human  being, 
dropped  silently  at  dawn  from  infinite  night  upon 
this  green  earth,  can  never  have  been  repeated. 
With  maturity  of  powers,  yet  without  a  memory 
or  a  hope ;  with  full-eyed  perception,  yet  without 
interpreting  experience ;  with  all  things  new,  yet 
without  wonder,  since  also  there  was  nothing  old  ; 
he  was  thrown  upon  those  primitive  instincts  by 
which  God  teaches  the  untaught;  left  to  wander 
over  his  abode,  and  note  the  ever-living  attitudes 
of  natui'C ;  and  from  her  bewildering  mixture  of 
the  original  with  the  repeated,  from  rest  and  wea-. 
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riucss,  from  tlic  confusion  of  waking  and  of 
dreams  (botli  real  alike  to  him),  from  the  glow  of 
noon  and  the  fall  of  darkness  and  the  night,  from 
the  Slimmer  shower  and  the  winter  snow,  to  dis- 
entangle some  order  at  length,  and  recognize  the 
elementary  laws  of  the  spot  whereon  he  dwelt. 

Fast  as  five  senses  and  a  receiving  mind  would 
permit,  did  he  find  ivhere  he  was,  and  when  he 
came,  and  by  ivhat  sort  of  scene  he  was  environed  ; 
how  the  fair  show  of  creation  came  round,  each 
part  in  its  own  section  of  space  and  time,  per- 
suading him  to  notice  and  obey.  And  when  he  is 
thus  the  pupil  of  the  external  world,  he  is  in 
training  to  become  its  Lord, — by  the  discipline  of 
submission  learning  the  faculty  of  rule.  Beneath 
the  steady  eye  of  human  observation,  nature  be- 
comes fascinated,  and  consents  to  be  the  menial 
and  the  drudge  of  man,  doing  the  bidding  of  his 
wants  and  will,  and  apprenticing  her  illimitable 
power  to  his  prescribing  skill.  And  so  was  it 
given  to  the  father  of  our  race,  for  himself,  and 
for  his  children,  to  subdue  the  earth, — to  put 
forth  the  invisible  force  of  his  mind  in  conquest 
of  its  palpable  energies, — to  give  the  savage  ele- 
ments their  first  lesson  as  the  domestic  slaves  of 
human  life,  and  make  some  rude  advance  towards 
that  docility  with  which  now  they  till  and  spin, 
and  weave  and  carry  burdens,  with  the  fleetness 
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of  the  winds  and  the  precision  of  the  hours.  To 
a  li\ing  and  understanding  soul,  what  was  the  un- 
exhausted world,  but  in  itself  a  Paradise  ?  And 
was  there  aught  else  for  its  earliest  inhabitant, 
but  to  discover  what  fruits  he  might  open  his 
bosom  to  receive  from  the  universe  around  ? 
Worthily  does  the  Bible  open  with  the  story 
of  Eden,  the  fresh  dawn,  the  untrodden  garden, 
of  our  life.  Truly  too,  whatever  geologists  may 
find  and  say,  is  that  day  identified  with  the 
general  act  of  creation ;  for  in  no  intelligible 
human  sense  was  there  any  universe,  till  there 
was  a  soul  filled  with  the  idea  thereof.  The 
system  of  things  of  which  Moses  proposed  to 
himself  to  write  the  origin,  was  not  a  Saurian 
or  a  Mammoth's  world,  not  such  a  creation  as 
was  pictured  in  the  perceptions  of  huge  reptiles 
and  extinct  fishes  ;  but  such  universe  as  the 
spirit  of  a  man  discerns  within  and  so  spreads 
without  him;  and  of  this  it  is  certain,  that  the 
instant  of  his  birth  was  the  date  of  its  creation. 
For  had  he  been  diff'erent,  it  would  not  have 
been  the  same ;  had  he  been  opposite,  it  would 
have  been  reversed ;  and  had  he  not  been 
at  all,  it  would  not  have  appeared.  What- 
ever is  solemn  in  the  apparition  of  the  fair  and 
infinite  universe,  belongs  to  the  day  of  Adam's 
birth. 

VOL.  I.  D 
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Greater,  however,  and  more  sacred,  was  the  day 
of  Christ's  birth ;  of  that  '  second  man,'  as  Paul 
says  M  ith  glorious  meaning,  of  that  '  last  Adam,' 
who  was  '  a  quickening  spirit,'  and  the  first 
parent  of  a  new  race  of  souls.  He  too  was 
placed  by  the  hand  of  God  upon  a  fresh  world, 
and  commissioned  to  explore  its  silent  and  track- 
loss  ways, — to  watch  and  rest  in  its  darkness, 
and  use  and  bless  its  light, — to  learn  by  instincts 
divine  and  true,  of  its  blossoms  and  its  fraits,  its 
fountains  and  its  floods.  But  it  was  the  world 
within,  the  untrodden  forests  of  the  soul  where 
the  consciousness  of  God  hides  itself  in  such 
dim  light,  and  whispers  with  such  mystic  sound, 
as  befit  a  region  so  boundless  and  primeval, — 
it  was  this,  on  Avhich  Jesus  dwelt  as  the  first 
inspired  interpreter.  To  him  it  was  given,  not 
to  cast  his  eye  around  human  life  and  observe 
by  what  scene  it  was  encompassed ;  but  to  retire 
into  it,  and  reveal  what  it  contained ;  not  to 
disclose  how  man  is  materially  placed,  but  what 
he  spiritually  is ;  to  comprehend  and  direct,  not 
his  natural  advantages  of  skill  and  physical 
power,  but  his  grief,  his  hope,  his  strife,  his 
love,  his  sin,  his  worship.  He  was  to  find, 
not  what  comfort  man  may  open  his  bosom 
to  receive,  but  what  blessing  he  may  open  his 
heart    to    give ;    nay,    what   transforming  light 
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may  go  forth  from  the  conscience  and  the  faith 
within,  to  make  the  common  earth  divine,  and 
exhibit  around  it  the  mountain  heights  of  God's 
protection :  to  show  us  the  Father,  not  as  the 
great  mechanic  of  the  universe,  Avhose  arrange- 
ments we  obey  that  we  may  use  them  ;  but 
as  the  Holy  Spirit  that  moves  us  with  the  sigh 
of  infinite  desires,  and  the  prayer  of  ever  con- 
scious guilt,  and  the  meek  hope — that  stays  by 
us  so  long  as  we  are  absolutely  true — of  help  and 
pity  from  the  Holiest.  And  if  the  affections  are 
as  the  colom'ed  window — near  and  small  and 
of  the  earth — or  far  and  vast  and  of  the  sky, 
through  which  we  receive  the  images  of  all 
things,  and  find  them  change  with  the  glass  of 
our  perceptions,  how  justly  does  the  Apostle  Paul 
deem  the  work  of  Christ  '  a  new  creation  ! ' 
If  he  that  makes  an  eye,  calls  up  the  mighty 
phantom  of  the  heavens  and  the  earth  ]  he  that 
forms  a  soul  within  us,  remodels  our  universe  and 
reveals  our  God.  Edea  then  is  less  sacred  than 
the  streets  of  Bethlehem  and  the  fields  of  Naza- 
reth ;  though,  as  befits  the  cradle  of  the  natural 
man  who  needs  such  things,  its  atmosphere  might 
be  purer,  and  its  slopes  more  verdant.  Indeed  in 
aU  their  adjuncts  do  we  see  the  character  of  the 
two  events,  and  how  '  afterwards^  alone  came  '  that 
which  was  spiritual/  When  the  first  man  heard 
D  2 
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the  voice  and  stop  of  the  Most  High,  it  was  out- 
wardly among  the  trees, — as  was  natural  to  one 
born  of  the  mere  physical  and  constructing 
energy  of  God,  without  a  mother  and  without  a 
home :  when  Jesus  discerned  the  divine  accents, 
the  whispers  of  the  Father  were  within  him,  the 
solemn  articulation  of  the  spirit  infinitely  affec- 
tionate and  wise; — a  distinction  altogether  suit- 
able to  one  born  of  that  mother  who  hid  many 
things  in  her  heart, — granted  to  us  by  that 
gentlest  form  of  the  Di%dne  love,  whence  alone 
great  and  noble  natures  are  ever  nurtured.  When 
Adam  entered  life,  the  earth  was  glad  and  jubi- 
lant ;  when  Christ  was  born,  the  joy  was  testified 
by  Angels,  and  the  anthem  sounded  from  the  sky. 
The  '  first  man'  subdued  the  physical  world ;  the 
last  man  won  the  immortal  heaven. 

Fellow-men  and  fellow- Christians,  there  is  an 
Adam  and  a  Christ  within  us  all ; — a  natural  and 
a  spiritual  man,  whereof  the  father  of  our  race 
and  the  author  of  our  faith  are  the  respective 
emblems,  both  in  the  order  of  their  succession, 
and  the  nature  of  their  mission.  We  are  endowed 
with  powers  of  sense,  of  understanding,  of  action, 
by  which  we  communicate  with  the  scene  of  our 
present  existence,  and  win  triumphs  over  external 
and  finite  nature;  by  which  we  appropriate  and 
multiply  the   fruits   of  Pro^ddence  permitted   to 
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our  happiness.  And  we  are  conscious,  however 
faintlVj  of  aspirations  and  affections,  of  a  faith 
and  wonder,  of  a  hope  and  sadness,  which  bear 
us  beyond  the  margin  of  the  earthly  and  finite, 
and  afford  some  glimpse  of  the  infinitude  in  which 
we  live.  By  the  one  we  go  forth  and  discover 
our  knowledge ;  by  the  other  return  within  and 
learn  our  ignorance  :  by  the  one  we  conquer 
nature,  by  the  other  we  serve  God :  by  the  one 
we  shut  ourselves  up  in  life,  by  the  other  we  look 
with  full  gaze  through  death :  by  the  one  we 
acquire  happiness,  and  sagacity,  and  skill ;  by  the 
other,  wisdom,  and  sanctity,  and  truth :  by  the 
one  we  look  on  our  position  and  all  that  surrounds 
it  with  the  eye  of  economy ;  by  the  other,  with 
the  eye  of  love.  Our  first  and  superficial  aim  is 
to  be,  like  Adam,  lord  below ;  our  last  to  be,  like 
Christ,  associate  above.  In  short,  the  individual 
mind  is  conducted  through  a  history  like  the 
sacred  record  of  the  general  race,  and,  if  it  be 
just  to  its  capacities,  passes  through  a  period  of 
new  creation ;  and  every  noble  life,  like  the  Bible 
(which  is  '  the  book  of  life^),  begins  with  Para- 
dise, and  ends  with  Heaven. 

Ere  Jesus  became  the  Christ,  he  was  led  into 
the  desert  to  be  tempted.  And  before  the  Mes- 
siah within  us — the  messenger-spirit  of  God  in 
the  soul — can  make  his  inspiration  felt,  and  ren- 
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cler  his  voice  articulate  and  clear,  we  too  must 
liave  been  called  to  severe  and  lonely  struggles 
with  the  power  of  sin.  On  no  lighter  terms  can 
the  natural  man  pass  into  the  spiritual,  and  Deity- 
shape  forth  a  dwelling  within  the  deeps  of  our 
liumauity.  In  childhood,  we  live  in  God's  crea- 
tion, as  in  the  unanxious  shelter  of  some  Eden ; 
the  innocent  in  a  garden  of  fruits,  where  the 
tillage  demands  no  toil,  and  with  smallest  re- 
straint, we  have  little  else  but  to  gather  and 
enjoy  :  and  the  utmost  duty  is  to  abstain,  rather 
than  to  do  ;  to  keep  the  lips  from  forbidden  fruits, 
not  to  spend  the  labour  and  sorrow  of  the  brow 
or  of  the  soul,  to  raise  and  multiply  the  bread  of 
nature  or  of  life.  And  many,  alas  !  there  are, 
who  make  their  life  this  sort  of  holiday  thing 
unto  the  end,  and  retain  its  childishness,  only, 
from  the  nature  of  the  case,  losing  all  its  inno- 
cence :  —  strolling  through  it  as  a  mere  fruit- 
gathering  place,  a  garden  of  indulgence,  a  Para- 
dise sacred  no  more  because  empty  now  of  God, 
and  unvisited  by  the  murmurs  of  his  voice. 
There  comes  a  time  to  us  all,  when  the  sense  of 
responsibiUty  starts  up  and  rebukes  our  anxiety 
for  ease ;  tells  us  that  we  are  liviug  fast,  and 
once  for  all,  a  life  that  enlarges  to  the  scale  of 
eternity,  and  is  embosomed  every  where  in  God ; 
bids  us  spring  from  our  collapse  of  selfishness  and 
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sleep,  take  up  the  full  dimensions  of  our  strength, 
and  go  forth  to  do  much,  if  it  be  possible,  and 
at  least  to  do  worthily  and  well.  And  full  often 
is  the  conflict  terrible  between  the  indolence  of 
custom^  the  passiveness  of  self-will,  and  this 
inspiring  impulse  of  ^  the  dirine  deliverer  within 
us.  Many  a  secret  passage  of  our  existence  does 
it  make  bleak  as  the  wilderness,  and  lonely  as  the 
Dead-Sea  shore ;  in  many  an  hour  of  meditation, 
seemingly  the  stillest,  does  it  inwardl}'-  tear  us,  as 
in  the  mid-strife  of  heaven  and  hell,  and  leave  us 
wasted  as  with  fasting  nigh  to  death  :  but  O  !  if 
we  are  only  true  to  the  Spirit  that  declares  '  we 
shall  not  live  by  bread  alone;'  if  we  quietly 
descend  from  the  pinnacle  of  our  pride  (though 
sin  may  pretend  to  make  it  sacred  and  call  it  a 
turret  of  the  temple) ;  if  we  keep  close  to  the 
meek  appointed  ways  of  Him  whom  our  pre- 
sumption must  not  try ;  if  we  bend  no  knee  to 
the  majesty  of  splendid  wrong,  but  in  single 
allegiance  to  the  Holiest,  drive  away  the  most 
glorious  spirit  of  guilt  that  honours  our  strength 
with  his  assault : — do  we  not  find  at  length  that 
angels  come  and  minister  unto  us ;  that  the  waste 
appears  to  vanish  suddenly  away,  and  the  desert 
to  blossom  as  the  rose ;  that  we  are  restored  as 
to  a  garden,  not  of  the  earth,  but  of  the  Lord, 
filled  with  the  whispers  of  divinest  peace  ?     And 
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SO  our  energy  is  bom  from  tlic  moments  of  weak- 
ness and  of  fear ;  and  were  there  no  hell  to  tempt 
lis,  there  were  no  heaven  to  bless.  From  the 
crisis  of  trembling  and  of  doubt,  we  issue  forth 
to  take  up  our  mission  gladly,  with  the  unspeak- 
able shelter  of  God  without  us,  and  the  hidden 
life  of  his  love  within  us. 

Again  :  he  who  gave  us  the  Gospel  was  '  the 
Man  of  Sorrows ;'  and  the  glad  tidings  of  great 
joy  were  pronounced  by  a  voice  mellowed  by 
many  a  sadness.  And  not  otherwise  is  it  with 
the  messenger-spirit  of  our  private  hearts ;  which 
does  not  become  the  Christ,  the  consecrated 
revealer  of  what  is  holy,  unless  it  be  much  ac- 
quainted \nth  grief.  Heaven  and  God  are  best 
discerned  through  tears  ;  scarcely  perhaps  dis- 
cerned at  all  "without  them.  I  do  not  mean  that 
a  man  must  be  outwardly  afflicted,  and  lose  his 
comforts  or  his  friends,  before  he  can  become^ 
devout.  Many  a  Christian  maintains  the  truest 
heart  of  piety  without  such  dispensations ;  and 
more,  alas  !  remain  as  hard  and  cold  as  ever  in 
spite  of  them.  That  there  is  felt  to  be  a  general 
tendency,  however,  in  the  blow  of  calamity,  and 
the  sense  of  loss,  to  awaken  the  latent  thought  of 
God,  and  persuade  us  to  seek  his  refuge,  the  cur- 
rent language  of  devotion  in  everj'^  age,  the  con- 
stant   association   of    prayer   with    the    hour    of 
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bereavement  and  the  scenes  of  death,  suffice  to 
show.  Yet  is  this  effect  of  external  distress  only 
a  particulai'  instance  of  a  general  truth,  ^iz.,  that 
rehgion  springs  up  in  the  mind,  wherever  any  of 
the  infinite  affections  and  desires  press  severely 
against  the  finite  conditions  of  our  existence.  In 
ill- disciplined  and  contracted  souls,  this  sorrowful 
condition  is  never  fulfilled,  except  when  some 
much-loved  blessing  is  forcibly  snatched  away, 
and  their  human  attachment  (which  is  infinite)  is 
surprised  (though  knowing  it  well  before)  at  the 
violence  of  death,  knocks  with  vain  cries  at  the 
cruel  barriers  of  oiu*  humanity,  and  is  answered 
by  the  voice  of  mystery  from  beyond.  But  such 
was  not  the  sorrow  with  which  Christ  was  stricken  ; 
nor  is  such  the  only  sorrow  with  which  good  and 
faithful  minds  are  affected.  There  are  many 
immeasurable  affections  of  our  nature,  besides 
that  which  makes  our  kindred  dear :  —  the 
yearning  for  truth,  the  delight  in  beauty,  the 
veneration  for  excellence,  the  high  ambition  of 
conscience  ever  pressing  forward  yet  unable  to 
attain, — these  also  live  within  us,  and  strive  un- 
ceasingly in  noble  hearts ;  and  there  is  an  inner 
and  a  viewless  sorrow,  a  spontaneous  weeping  of 
these  infinite  desires,  whence  the  highest  order  of 
faith  and  devotion  Avill  be  found  to  spring ;  so 
much  so,  that  no  one  can  even  think  of  Christ, 
d5 
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visibly  soci;il  and  cheerful  as  he  was,  without  the 
belief  of  a  secret  sadness,  that  might  be  over- 
heard in  his  solitary  prayers.  Those  who  make 
the  end  of  existence  to  consist  of  happiness  may 
try  to  conceal  so  perplexing  a  fact,  and  may  draw 
pictures  of  the  exceeding  pleasantness  of  religion ; 
but  human  nature,  trained  in  the  school  of  Chris- 
tianity, throws  away  as  false  the  delineation  of 
piety  in  tlie  disguise  of  Hebe,  and  declares  that 
there  is  something  higher  far  than  happiness ; 
that  thought,  which  is  ever  full  of  care  and  trou- 
ble, is  better  far ;  that  all  true  and  disinterested 
affection,  which  often  is  called  to  mourn,  is  better 
still;  that  the  devoted  allegiance  of  conscience  to 
duty  and  to  God, — which  ever  has  in  it  more  of 
penitence  than  of  joy, — is  noblest  of  all.  If  hap- 
piness means  the  satisfaction  of  desire,  (and  I  can 
conceive  no  other  definition,)  then  there  is  neces- 
ssarily  something  greater,  viz.  religion,  which 
implies  constant  yearning  and  aspiration,  and 
therefore  non-satisfaction  of  desire.  In  truth, 
that  which  is  deemed  the  happiest  period  of  life 
must  pass  away,  before  we  can  sink  into  the  deep 
secrets  of  faith  and  hope.  The  primitive  gladness 
of  childhood  is  that  of  a  bounded  and  limited 
existence,  which  earnestly  wishes  for  nothing  that 
exceeds  the  dimensions  of  possibility ;  —  of  a 
human  Paradise,  about  whose  enclosure-line  no 
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inquiry  is  made  :  and  through  sorrow  and  the 
sense  of  sin  we  must  issue  from  those  peaceful 
gates,  and  make  pilgrimage  amid  the  thistle  and 
the  thorn  instead  of  the  blossom  and  the  rose, 
and  lie  panting  on  the  dust,  instead  of  sleeping  on 
the  green  sward,  of  life,  before  we  learn  through 
mortal  weakness  our  immortal  strength,  and  feel 
in  the  exile  of  the  earth  the  shelter  of  the  skies. 
Then  however  the  spirit  of  Christ,  the  man  of  sor- 
rows, giA^es  us  a  rebirth  of  joy  through  tears. 
Before,  we  were  simply  unconscious  of  death ; 
then,  we  enter  into  the  consciousness  of  immor- 
tality. Before,  our  will  was  restrained  by  a  law 
which  we  could  not  keep ;  then,  it  is  emancipated 
by  a  fresh  love  that  more  than  keeps  it ;  whose 
free  inclination  goes  before  all  precept  and  autho- 
ritative faith ;  and  hopeth  all  things,  believeth  all 
things,  endureth  all  things ;  nay,  even  can  do  all 
things,  through  the  Christ  who  strengtheneth  it. 

Children  then  of  nature,  we  are  also  sons  of 
Godj  born  of  the  genial  earth,  we  are  to  climb 
the  glorious  heaven ;  and  to  the  human  lot  that 
makes  us  of  one  blood  with  Adam,  is  added  the 
divine  Hberty  of  being  of  one  spirit  with  Christ. 
That  liberty  we  cannot  decHne,  for  we  are  con- 
scious of  it  now ;  and  if  we  look  not  on  it  as  on 
the  face  of  an  angel,  it  will  haunt  us  Avith  its  gaze 
like  the  eye  of  a  fiend.     The  severe  prerogatives 
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of  ail  cxistcucc  half  divine  are  ours.  To  wear 
away  life  in  unproductive  hiurmlessness  is  innocent 
no  more  :  with  the  glory  we  take  the  cross ;  and 
instead  of  slumbering  at  noon  in  Eden,  must  keep 
the  midniglit  watch  within  Getlisemane.  We  too, 
like  our  great  leader,  must  be  made  perfect  through 
suffering;  but  the  struggle  by  night  wdll  bring  the 
calmness  of  the  morning ;  the  hour  of  exceeding 
sorrow  will  prepare  the  day  of  godhke  strength ; 
the  prayer  for  dehverance  calls  down  the  power  of 
endurance.  And  while  to  the  reluctant  their 
cross  is  too  heavy  to  be  borne,  it  grows  light  to 
the  heart  of  willing  trust.  The  faithful  heirs  of 
'  the  man  of  sorrows,'  transcending  the  trials  they 
cannot  decline,  may  quit  the  world  with  the  cry 
*  It  is  finished,'  and  pass  thi'ough  the  silence  of 
death  to  the  peace  of  God. 


V. 
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Luke  xxiii.  28. 

but  jesus,  turning  unto  them,  said,  daughters  of  jeru- 
salem, weep  not  for  me,  but  weep  for  yourselves  and 
for  your  children. 

Christ  then  could  invite  to  tears; — to  tears  over 
departing  excellence; — to  tears  which  men  idly 
call  selfish, — tears  *  for  themselves  and  for  their 
children/  He  whose  mission  it  was  to  teach  the 
Paternity  of  Providence,  and  the  serenity  of  the 
immortal  hope,  —  he  who  himself  Kved  in  the 
divinest  peace  which  they  can  give,  thought  it  no 
treason  to  these  truths  to  weep.  To  the  eye  of 
the  Man  of  Sorrows,  sorrow  was  no  sin  :  nor  did 
he,  who  was  emphatically  the  Son  of  God,  see,  in 
even  the  passionate  utterance  of  grief,  any  of  that 
spirit  of  filial  distrust  towards  God  and  reluctant 
acceptance  of  his  will,  which  have  often  been 
charged  on  it  by  the  hard  and  cold  temper  of  his 
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followers.  Religious  professors  liave  put  their 
own  congenial  interpretation  on  the  morality  of 
Clirist ;  and  being  themselves  —  but  too  fre- 
quently —  unfeeling  and  unsocial  mystics,  they 
have  multiplied  the  penances  of  natural  emotion, 
and  sublimed  from  the  Gospel  its  pure  humani- 
ties. If  we  accept  their  representations,  our  reli- 
gion aims  to  cancel  our  natural  aftections,  and 
substitute  others  at  variance  with  them ;  the  im- 
pulses of  gladness  and  grief  are  alike  to  be  con- 
demned, as  a  rebel  love  of  perishable  things ;  the 
most  agitating  passages  of  our  being,  wliich  con- 
Yvlse  us  to  the  centre,  are  to  be  met  with  a  rigid 
and  tearless  piety;  the  future,  though  invisible 
and  intangible,  though  approachable  only  by 
kindled  imagination,  is  to  be  acknowledged  as  the 
only  region  of  the  fair  and  good,  and  to  supersede 
all  other  claims  upon  our  desii'e  and  regard.  The 
present,  though  the  iutensest  point  of  existence, 
is  to  be  comparatively  uufelt;  and  the  past, 
whereof  the  retrospect  is  sweet  and  solemn  to  the 
travelled  pilgrim, — the  histoiy  of  childhood  and 
its  unforgotten  friendships,  of  youth  and  its  un- 
checked aspirations,  of  maturity  with  its  worn  yet 
deeper  love,  its  more  crushing  yet  worthier  anxie- 
ties, its  purer  but  more  melancholy  wisdom, — all 
this,  because  it  is  human  and  not  diWne,  of  earth 
and  not  of  heaven,  is  to  be  refused  the  tribute  of 
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a  sigh.  For  my  own  part,  regarding  our  human 
nature  as  the  image  of  its  divine  parent,  and  in 
nothing  more  truly  that  image  than  in  the 
impulses  of  its  disinterested  love,  I  bend  in  reve- 
rence before  the  emotions  of  every  melted  heart ; 
belie\ang  this  present  life  to  be  the  worthy  child- 
hood of  futurity,  conceiving  its  interests,  its  hap- 
piness, to  be  substantially  the  same,  but  framed 
upon  a  smaller  scale,  and  clouded  with  a  deeper 
shade,  I  see  in  its  history  nothing  trivial,  in  its 
events  nothing  contemptible,  in  its  vicissitudes 
nothing  unworthy  of  a  wise  man's  profoundest 
thought.  And  taking  the  Gospel  to  afford  a  pro- 
mise not  of  the  extinction  of  human  nature  in 
heaven,  but  of  its  perpetuity, — an  assurance  not 
that  we  shall  be  converted  into  chill  and  pious 
phantoms,  but  simply  elevated  into  immortal 
men, — I  would  gather  from  that  hope  a  deeper 
veneration  for  all  the  pure  tastes  and  natural 
feehngs  of  a  good  mind :  I  would  maintain  the 
sanctity  of  human  joy  and  human  grief:  I  would 
protest  against  all  stern  censure  on  the  outbreaks 
of  true  sorrow ;  and  would  plead  that  to  mourn, — 
aye,  and  with  broken  spirit, — the  departure  of  virtue 
and  of  love,  is — not  a  resistance  to  a  Father's  will, 
not  an  oblivion  of  his  Providence,  not  the  expres- 
sion of  an  ignoble  selfishness,  not  a  mistrust  of  a 
restoring  heaven;  but  only  a  fitting  homage  to 
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God's  most  benignant  gifts,  the  grateful  glance  of 
a  lonng  eye  on  blessings,  than  which  nothing  more 
holy,  more  peaceful,  more  exalting,  is  conferred 
by  a  guardian  benevolence  on  man. 

Those  who  blame  as  unchristian  the  deep  grief 
which  bereavement  awakens,  must  extend  their 
disapprobation  much  further,  and  censure  all 
strong  human  attachments.  Sorrow  is  not  an 
independent  state  of  mind,  standing  unconnected 
with  all  others.  It  could  not  be  cancelled  singly, 
lea%'ing  all  other  qualities  of  our  nature  in  their 
integrity.  It  is  the  effect,  and  under  the  present 
conditions  of  our  being  the  inev'itable  eftect,  of 
strong  affections.  Nay,  it  is  not  so  much  their 
result,  as  a  certain  attitude  of  those  affections 
themselves.  It  not  simply  flows  from  the  love  of 
excellence,  of  wisdom,  of  sympathy,  but  it  is  that 
very  love,  when  conscious  that  excellence,  that 
wisdom,  that  sympathy,  have  departed.  The  more 
intense  the  delight  in  their  presence,  the  more 
poignant  must  be  the  impression  of  their  absence : 
and  you  cannot  destroy  the  anguish,  unless  you 
forbid  the  joy.  Grief  is  only  the  memory  of 
widowed  affection :  and  nothing  but  a  draft  of 
utter  obhvion  could  lap  it  in  insensibihty.  When 
the  ties  of  strong  and  refined  attachment  have 
long  bound  us  to  a  home ;  when  the  sympathies 
of  those  who  share  with  us  that  home  have  become 
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as  the  needful  light  to  our  daily  toil^  and  the 
guardian  spirits  of  our  nightly  rest ;  when  years 
have  passed  on,  and  brought  us  many  a  sickness 
banished  by  then*  fidehty,  many  a  danger  averted 
by  their  counsels,  many  an  anxiety  rendered  tole- 
rable by  their  participation ;  when  often  they 
too  have  gazed  on  us  from  the  bed  of  pain,  and 
threatened  to  depart,  but  we  have  been  permitted 
to  rescue  them  from  the  grave,  and  therein  have 
doubled  all  our  tenderness ;  when  from  this  close 
inspection  of  pure  heai'ts,  we  have  learned  to 
think  nobly  of  human  nature,  and  hopefully  of 
the  Providence  of  God ;  when  their  voices,  com- 
mon enough  to  other  ears,  but  fraught  to  us  with 
unnumbered  memories  of  life,  have  become  the 
natural  music  of  the  earth ; — can  this  melody  be 
silent,  can  these  virtues  depart,  can  these  remem- 
brances be  deprived  of  their  living  centre,  without 
leaving  us  trembHng  and  desolate  ?  Can  all  these 
fibres  of  our  life  be  thus  wrenched,  and  not  bleed 
at  every  pore  ?  And  to  forget, — it  cannot  be. 
We  daily  pass  through  places  which  are  the  shrine 
of  a  thousand  recollections  :  we  are  startled  by 
tones  which  pour  on  us  a  flood  of  conviction  :  we 
open  a  book,  and  there  is  the  very  name :  we 
write  a  date,  and  it  is  an  anniversary.  These 
associations  with  the  past, — I  do  not  say  excite 
sorrow,  but  to  an  affectionate  mind  are  sorrow. 
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Tlie  morality  theu  wliich  rebukes  sorrow,  rebukes 
love.  It  is  useless  expatiating  on  the  evils  which 
strong  grief  inflicts  on  ourselves  and  others  :  you 
are  bound  to  show,  that  the  affections  of  which  it 
is  an  insejjarable  form  contain  no  counteracting 
good ;  that  it  is  more  blessed,  more  holy,  to  freeze 
up  the  springs  pf  emotion,  than  to  suffer  them 
perennially  to  fertilize  our  nature,  though  they 
sometimes  deluge  it ;  that  it  is  better  to  keep 
loose  from  all  that  is  human,  and  love  nothing 
that  we  may  lose.  You  cannot  sever  them  :  grief 
and  love  must  stay  or  go  together.  And  who 
can  doubt  that  that  is  the  truest  duty  to  God 
which  permits  to  us  the  most  disinterested  heart 
for  each  other;  that  the  purest  devotion  which 
sanctifies,  and  not  chills  our  affections ;  that  the 
most  genuine  trust,  which  dares  to  cultivate  to 
the  utmost  sympathies  wounded  here  and  serenely 
blest  only  hereafter;  that  the  most  filial  hope, 
which  regarding  the  brotherhood  of  man  as  an 
inference  from  the  'paternity  of  God,  looks  to 
heaven  as  to  another  home. 

There  are  doubtless  cases  not  infrequent,  in 
which  the  mind  is  unduly  overpowered  by  afflic- 
tion ;  in  which  the  tranquillity  of  the  reason  is 
wholly  overset,  and  the  energy  of  the  will  utterly 
prostrated.  Here,  beyond  controversy,  is  a  state 
of  mind  morally  wrong :  for  God  never  absolves 
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US  from  our  duties,  however  lie  may  sadden  tliem. 
But  to  rebuke  the  feehngs  of  grief  in  such  a  case 
is  to  cast  the  censure  in  the  wrong  place  :  it  is 
not  that  the  sorrow  is  excessive,  but  that  other 
emotions  are  defective  in  their  strength.  Nor  is 
the  distinction  merely  verbal  and  trivial.  For,  the 
natural  effect  of  such  misplaced  blame  surely  is, 
that  the  suflFerer  will  endeavour  simply  to  abate 
the  intensity  of  his  sorrow,  to  extrude  from  his 
mind  the  emotions  which  are  charged  with  guilty 
excess :  his  aim  will  be  purely  negative,  not  to 
think  so  fixedly,  not  to  feel  so  profoundly,  respect- 
ing the  bereavement  which  has  fallen  upon  his 
life.  And  this  aim  is  directed  to  an  end  both 
undesirable  and  impracticable.  It  is  undesii'able ; 
for  to  touch  the  working  of  the  affections  with 
partial  torpor,  to  benumb  the  tenderness  without 
adding  to  the  energy  of  the  mind,  to  deaden  the 
susceptibility  of  memory  without  quickening  the 
vividness  of  hope,  would  surely  be  no  improve- 
ment to  the  character ;  it  would  be  a  mere  deduc- 
tion from  the  amount  of  mind  :  and  sorrow  is  at 
least  better  than  dullness  of  soul.  It  is  moreover 
impracticable ;  for,  our  nature  affords  us  no 
means  of  exciting  a  negative  and  destructive 
action  upon  oui'  own  characters.  One  class  of 
feelings  can  be  extinguished  only  by  the  creation 
of  another ;   one  sentiment  banished  only  by  in- 
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viting  the  antagonism  of  another ;  one  interest 
supi)huited  only  by  tlie  stronger  occupancy  of 
another.  So  long  as  this  is  unperceived,  the 
over-grieving  heart  will  seek  in  vain  to  discipline 
itself.  Thinking  of  its  sorrow  as  too  much,  in- 
stead of  its  sense  of  duty  as  too  little,  it  fails  to 
meet  pointedly  its  own  remedy.  The  will  feebly 
casts  about  its  efforts  in  the  dark  regions  of  the 
mind ;  wastes  its  vigour  in  trjdng  to  forget ; 
sometimes  fancies  forgetfulness  ;  then  pretends  it ; 
assumes  a  hollow  tranquilKty,  and  affects  to  itself 
and  others  an  interest  in  topics  and  in  duties 
which  are  not  truly  loved,  for  they  have  never 
been  truly  and  distinctly  sought.  From  all  such 
aimless  directions  of  the  will  there  arises  a  far 
greater  evil  than  simple  failure ;  an  unconscious 
insincerity  grows  up,  a  hazy  perception  of  our  real 
mental  condition,  a  confusion  of  actual  and  ficti- 
tious feelings,  of  emotions  which  we  merely  ima- 
gine with  those  which  we  truly  experience,  than 
which  few  states  of  character  can  be  more  peril- 
ous to  moral  power  and  progress.  The  wise  in- 
terpreter of  his  own  nature  will  let  his  mourning 
affections  alone.  To  interfere  Avith  them  would 
be  -RTestling  with  his  own  strength.  But  he  will 
draw  forth  into  prominent  light,  sentiments  now 
sleeping  idly  in  the  shaded  recesses  of  his  mind. 
He  will  summon  up  the  sense  of  responsibility, 
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to  rouse  liim  witli  the  spectacle  of  his  relations  to 
God  his  father,  and  his  brother,  man  ;  to  recount 
to  him  the  deeds  of  duty  and  the  toils  of  thought, 
which  are  yet  to  be  achieved  ere  life  is  done;  to 
show  him  the  circle  of  high  faculties,  which  the 
Creator  has  given  him  to  ennoble  and  refine  and 
keep  ready  for  a  world  where  thought  and  virtue 
are  immortalized.  He  will  call  forth  his  affec- 
tions for  the  living  who  siuTOund  him,  and  whom 
yet  it  is  his  happiness  to  love,  and  his  obligation 
to  bless.  And  these  sympathies  will  be  fruitful 
in  work  for  his  hands,  and  interests  refreshing  to 
his  heart.  To  preserve  in  his  home  the  graceful 
order  of  pure  and  peaceful  affections ;  to  omit  in 
the  world  no  delicate  attention  of  friendship ;  to 
forget  not  the  claims  of  poverty  and  ignorance 
and  sin  to  the  compassion  of  all  who  would  be 
faithful  to  their  kind; — here  are  invitations 
enough  to  the  aspirings  of  benevolence,  to  bid 
the  drooping  soul  look  up.  And  the  sufferer  will 
evoke  the  spii'it  of  Christian  trust  and  hope.  For, 
as  the  memory  of  bereaved  affection  is  grief,  so 
is  its  hope  the  restorer  of  peace :  from  the  past 
is  forced  on  us  the  sense  of  loss  ;  from  the  future 
rises  the  expectation  of  recovery :  in  traA^ersing 
the  past,  our  thoughts  glide  along  a  procession  of 
dear  events  arrested  by  a  tomb  ;  in  concei'V'ing  of 
the  future,  they  behold  the  same  events  opening 
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into  renewed  being,  and  spreading  themselves  in 
all  blessed  varieties  along  the  vistas  of  intermin- 
able life  :  the  sadnesses  of  each  snecessive  point 
of  remembrance  are  reversed,  its  losses  rega- 
thered  ;  its  tears,  as  it  were,  unwept  before  the 
smile  of  God ;  its  plaints  unsung  amid  the  har- 
monies of  heaven ;  its  sins  untwined  by  the 
wounding  yet  healing  hand  of  an  angel  penitence. 
Invoke  the  spirit  of  this  trust ;  and  though  sor- 
row may  not  dry  its  tears,  it  rises  to  a  dignity 
above  despair. 

It  is  not  unusual  to  speak  of  sorrow  for  the 
dead  as  expressing  a  distrust  of  the  Providence 
of  God,  and  a  doubt  of  an  eternal  hereafter.  In 
this  however  there  is  but  little  truth.  True  it  is, 
wherever  the  reason  actually  disbelieves  the  great 
facts  of  a  Divine  government  and  human  immor- 
tahty,  bereavement  must  indeed  fall  upon  the 
heart  with  terrific  weight.  It  is  then  a  blow  of 
tyrannic  fate,  a  \isible  stroke  of  annihilation,  a 
triumph  of  pure  and  final  evil :  and  were  it  not 
that  the  mind  of  hopeless  unbelief  usually  permits 
the  susceptibility  of  its  affections  to  grow  dull, 
and  seeks  protection  from  the  terror  of  its  views 
by  a  spontaneous  incasement  of  insensibility,  its 
impressions  from  death  would  be  appalling.  But 
though  unbelief  may  be  a  natural  cause  of  uncon- 
trolled sorrow,  it  by  no  means  follows  that  such 
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sorrow  implies  unbelief.  It  is  easy  to  say,  that  if 
we  acknowledged  God  to  be  good  in  all  his  dis- 
pensations, and  trusted  in  some  blessed  spirit 
secreted  in  the  present  loss,  we  could  not  deeply 
mourn.  I  ask,  is  it  reasonable  to  expect  this 
abstract  con\-ictioii  to  overpower  a  visible  priva- 
tion ?  Assuage  and  sanctify  the  gi-ief  it  unques- 
tionably will ;  but  to  heal  entirely  is  beyond  its 
power.  The  vacancy  in  home  and  heart  is  a  thing 
felt ;  its  issue  in  good  is  a  thing  believed  in  and 
imagined ;  that  the  blessings  of  the  past  are  gone, 
is  a  reality  in  the  present ;  that  they  will  be 
restored,  is  as  yet  but  a  vision  in  the  future.  The 
degree  in  which  faith  imparts  consolation  will 
somewhat  depend  on  the  natural  vigour  of  the 
imaginative  faculty :  affliction  is  a  pressure  of  ac- 
tual experience ;  faith  is  a  series  of  mental  crea- 
tions J  its  realities  are  in\isible  and  intangible ;  a 
mind  bound  down  by  the  chain  of  experience,  a 
mind  whose  memory  is  more  faithful  than  its  con- 
ceptions are  excursive,  will  catch  but  faint  and 
distant  glimpses  of  the  blessed  idealities  of  hope. 
And  without  one  mementos  murmuring  against 
the  benignity  of  God,  or  doubt  respecting  his 
promised  future,  such  a  mind  may  be  ill  able  to 
reach  the  overflowing  fountain  of  his  peace. 

Nor  is  it  less  unjust  to  prefer  against  sorrow 
for  the  dead  the  charge  of  selfishness.     Selfish  ! 
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"\\'hat,  that  pure  aftcction  bowed  and  l)rokcn  to 
the  earth  !  Yearning  only  to  discharge  again, 
were  it  possible,  but  the  humblest  service  of  love ! 
What  would  it  not  do,  what  sacrifice  of  self  would 
it  not  make,  what  toils,  what  watching,  would 
it  not  hold  light,  might  it  be  permitted  to 
perform  one  office  for  the  departed  ! — unseen, 
unfelt,  unheard,  without  the  hope  of  a  requiting 
smile,  to  shed  on  that  spirit  one  silent  blessing ! 
Surely  this  insult  to  human  grief  must  be  the 
invention  of  cold  hearts,  needing  a  justification 
for  their  own  insensibility.  True  it  is,  there 
is  no  need  to  mourn  for  those  who  are  removed. 
True  it  is,  we  wxep  not  for  them,  but  for  ourselves 
and  for  our  children.  It  is  we  only  that  suffer 
and  are  sad.  But  emotions  are  not  selfish,  simply 
because  they  are  experienced  by  ourselves ;  were 
it  so,  every  joy  and  sorrow  would  be  branded  by 
that  odious  name.  They  are  selfish  only  when 
they  are  full  of  the  idea  of  self, — when  self  is 
their  object,  as  well  as  their  subject ;  when  they 
tempt  us  to  prefer  our  own  personal  and  exclusive 
happiness  to  that  of  others,  and  to  trample  on  a 
brother's  feelings  in  the  chace  after  our  own  good. 
Of  this  there  is  nothing  in  the  tears  of  bereave- 
ment ;  they  are  the  tribute  not  of  our  self-regard- 
ing but  of  our  sympathetic  nature.  At  last 
indeed,  when  the  burst  of  grief  has  had  its  natural 
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way,  they  lead  us  to  a  generous  joy.  For,  as  we 
weep,  we  think  how  blessed  are  the  departed, 
who  'rest  from  their  labours,  while  their  works  do 
foUow  them;'  their  pure  hearts  jarred  no  more  by 
the  harshnesses  of  this  oft  discordant  life ;  their 
earnest  minds  drinking  of  the  perennial  fount 
of  truth;  their  frailties  cast  away  with  the  coil  of 
mortahty  they  have  left  behind  ;  their  sainted 
love  waiting  to  receive  us,  as  we  too  may  one  by 
one  pass  the  dark  limits  which  sever  us  from  their 
embrace,  and  seek  with  them  the  peace  and 
progress  of  the  skies. 
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CHRISTIAN  PEACE. 


John  xiv.  27. 

peace  i  leave  with  you  :  my  peace  i  give  unto  you  :  not 
as  the  world  giveth,  give  i  unto  you. 

This  was  a  strange  benediction  to  proceed  from 
the  Man  of  Sorrows,  at  the  dreariest  moment  of 
his  life  ; — strange  at  least  to  those  who  look  only 
to  his  outward  career,  his  incessant  contact  with 
miser}'  and  sin,  his  absolute  sohtude  of  purpose, 
his  lot  stricken  with  sadness  ever  new  from  the 
temptation  to  the  cross ;  but  not  strange  perhaps 
to  those  who  heard  the  deep  and  quiet  tones  in 
which  this  oracle  of  promise  went  forth, — the 
divinest  music  from  the  centre  of  the  darkest  fate. 
He  was  on  the  bosom  of  the  beloved  disciple,  and 
in  the  midst  of  those  who  should  have  cheered 
him  in  that  hour  with  such  comforts  as  fidelity 
can  always  offer ;  but  who,  failing  in  their  duty  to 
E  2 
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his  griefs,  found  the  sadness  creep  upon  them- 
selves; Mhilc  he,  seeking  to  give  peace  to  them, 
found  it  himself  profusely  in  the  gift.  It  was  not 
till  he  had  finished  this  interview  and  eifort  of 
aflPection,  and  from  the  warmth  of  that  evening 
ineal  and  the  flush  of  its  deep  converse  they  had 
issued  into  the  chill  and  silent  midnight  air,  not  till 
the  sanctity  of  moonlight  (never  to  be  seen  by  him 
again)  had  invested  him,  and  coarse  fatigue  had 
sunk  his  disciples  into  sleep  upon  the  grass,  tliat 
ha^dng  none  to  comfort,  he  found  the  anguish  fall 
upon  himself.  Deprived  of  the  embrace  of  John, 
he  flew  to  the  bosom  of  the  Pather ;  and  after 
momentary  strife,  recovered  in  trust  the  serenity 
he  had  found  in  toil :  and  while  his  followers  lie 
stretched  in  earthly  slumber,  he  reaches  a  divine 
repose  ;  while  they,  yielding  to  nature,  gain  neither 
strength  nor  courage  for  the  morrow,  he,  through 
the  vigils  of  agony,  rises  to  that  godlike  power,  on 
which  mockery  and  insult  beat  in  vain,  and  which 
has  made  the  cross, — then  the  emblem  of  abject- 
ness  and  guilt, — the  everlasting  symbol  of  what- 
ever is  Holy  and  Sublime. 

The  peace  of  Christ  then  was  the  fruit  of  com- 
bined toil  and  trust ;  in  the  one  case  diff'using 
itself  from  the  centre  of  his  active  life,  in  the  other 
from  that  of  his  passive  emotions ;  enabling  him, 
in  the  one  case  to  do  things  tranquilly,  in  the  other 
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to  see  things  tranquilly.  Two  things  only  can 
make  life  go  wrong  and  painfully  with  us ;  when 
■we  suffer  or  suspect  misdirection  and  feebleness 
in  the  energies  of  love  and  duty  within  us^  or  in 
the  Providence  of  the  world  without  us :  bringing, 
in  the  one  case,  the  lassitude  of  an  unsatisfied  and 
discordant  nature ;  in  the  other,  the  melancholy 
of  hopeless  views.  From  these  Christ  delivers  us 
by  a  summons  to  mingled  toil  and  trust.  And 
herein  does  his  peace  differ  from  that  which  *  the 
world  giveth/ — that  its  prime  essential  is  not  ease, 
but  strife ;  not  self-indulgence,  but  self-sacrifice ; 
not  acquiescence  in  e\il  for  the  sake  of  quiet,  but 
conflict  with  it  for  the  sake  of  God;  not,  in  short, 
a  pnident  accommodation  of  the  mind  to  the 
world,  but  a  resolute  subjugation  of  the  world  to 
the  best  conceptions  of  the  mind.  Amply  has 
the  promise  to  leave  behind  him  such  a  peace 
been  since  fulfilled.  It  was  fulfilled  to  the  apostles 
who  first  received  it ;  and  has  been  realized  again 
by  a  succession  of  faithful  men  to  whom  they  have 
delivered  it. 

The  word  '  Peace '  denotes  the  absence  of  jar 
and  conflict ;  a  condition  free  from  the  restlessness 
of  fruitless  desire,  the  forebodings  of  anxiety,  the 
stings  of  enmity.  It  may  be  destroyed  by  dis- 
cordance between  the  lot  without  and  the  mind 
within,  where  the  human  being  is  in  an  obviously 
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false  position, — an  evil  rare  and  usually  self-cura- 
tive ;  or  by  a  discordance  M'holly  internal,  among 
the  desires  and  affections  themselves.  Tlie  first 
impulse  of  *  the  natural  man'  is  to  seek  peace  by 
mending  his  external  condition ;  to  quiet  desire  by 
increase  of  ease,  to  banish  anxiety  by  increase  of 
wealth,  to  guard  against  hostility  by  making  him- 
self too  strong  for  it ;  to  build  up  his  Ufe  into  a 
foi'tress  of  security  and  a  palace  of  comfort,  where 
he  may  softly  lie,  though  tempests  beat  and  rain 
descends.  The  spuit  of  Christianity  casts  away 
at  once  this  whole  theory  of  peace  ;  declares  it  the 
most  chimerical  of  dreams ;  and  proclaims  it  im- 
possible ever  to  make  this  kind  of  reconciUation 
between  the  soul  and  the  hfe  wherein  it  acts.  As 
well  might  the  athlete  demand  a  victory  without 
a  foe.  To  the  noblest  faculties  of  soul,  rest  is 
disease  and  tortm'e.  The  understanding  is  com- 
missioned to  grapple  with  ignorance,  the  con- 
science to  confront  the  powers  of  moral  evil,  the 
affections  to  labour  for  the  wretched  and  oppressed : 
nor  shall  any  peace  be  found,  till  these,  which  re- 
proach and  fret  us  in  our  most  elaborate  ease,  put 
forth  an  incessant  and  satisfying  energy ;  till 
instead  of  conciliating  the  world,  we  vanquish  it ; 
and  rather  than  sit  still,  in  the  sickness  of  luxury, 
for  it  to  amuse  our  perceptions,  we  precipitate  our- 
selves upon  it  to  mould  it  into  a  new  creation. 
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Attempt  to  make  all  smooth  and  pleasant  without 
and  you  thereby  create  the  most  corroding  of 
anxieties,  and  stimulate  the  most  insatiable  of 
appetites  within.  But  let  there  be  harmony 
within,  let  no  clamours  of  self  drown  the  voice 
which  is  entitled  to  authority  there,  let  us  set 
forth  on  the  mission  of  duty,  resolved  to  live  for 
it  alone,  to  close  with  every  resistance  that  ob- 
structs it,  and  march  through  every  peril  that 
awaits  it :  and  in  the  consciousness  of  immortal 
power,  the  sense  of  mortal  ill  will  vanish ;  and  the 
peace  of  God  well  nigh  extinguish  the  sufferings 
of  the  man.  '  In  the  world  we  may  have  tribula- 
tion ;  in  Christ  we  shall  have  peace.' 

This  peace,  so  remote  from  torpor, — arising 
indeed  from  the  intense  action  of  the  greatest  of 
all  ideas,  those  of  duty,  of  immortality,  of  God, — 
fell  according  to  the  promise  on  the  first  disciples. 
Not  in  vain  did  Jesus  tell  them  in  their  sorrows 
that  the  Comforter  would  come :  nor  falsely  did 
he  define  this  blessed  visitant,  as  '  the  spirit  of 
truth,' — the  soul  reverentially  faithful  to  its  con- 
victions, and  expressing  clearly  in  action  its  highest 
aspirings.  Such  peace  had  Stephen  :  when  before 
the  Sanhedrim  that  was  striving  to  hush  up  the 
recent  story  of  the  Cross,  he  proclaimed  aloud  the 
sequel  of  the  Ascension;  and  priests  and  elders 
arose  and  stopped  their  ears  and  thrust  him  out 
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to  death: — he  had  this  peace;  else  how, —  if  a 
heaven  of  divinest  tranquillity  had  not  opened 
to  him  and  revealed  to  him  the  proximity  of 
Christ  to  God, — how,  as  the  stones  struck  his 
uncovered  and  uplifted  head,  could  he  have  so 
calmly  said, '  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge !' 
Such  peace  had  Paul, — at  least  when  he  ceased 
to  rebel  against  his  noble  nature,  and  became,  in- 
stead of  the  emissary  of  persecution,  the  ambas- 
sador of  God.  Was  there  ever  a  life  of  less  ease 
and  security,  yet  of  more  buoyant  and  rejoicing 
spirit,  than  his  ?  What  weight  did  he  not  cast 
aside,  to  run  the  race  that  was  set  before  him? 
What  tie  of  home  or  nation  did  he  not  break,  that 
he  might  join  in  one  the  whole  family  of  God? 
For  forty  years  the  scoff  of  sjmagogues  and  the 
outcast  of  his  people,  he  forgot  the  privations  of 
the  exile  in  the  labours  of  the  missionary ;  fljang 
from  charges  of  sedition  he  disseminated  the 
principles  of  peace  :  persecuted  from  city  to  city, 
he  yet  created  in  each  a  centre  of  pure  worship  and 
Christian  civilization,  and  along  the  coast  of  Asia, 
and  colonies  of  Macedonia,  and  citadels  of  Greece, 
dropped  link  after  link  of  the  great  chain  of  truth 
that  shall  yet  embrace  the  world.  Amid  the  joy 
of  making  converts,  he  had  also  the  affiction  of 
making  martyrs;  to  witness  the  sufferings,  per- 
haps to  bear  the  reproaches,  of  survivors ;  with 
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weeping  heai't  to.  rebuke  the  fears,  and  sustain  the 
faith,  of  many  a  doubter ;  and  in  solitude  and 
bonds  to  send  forth  the  effusions  of  his  earnest 
spirit  to  quicken  the  life,  and  renovate  the  glad- 
ness, of  the  confederate  churches.  Yet  when  did 
speculation  at  its  ease  ever  speak  with  vigour  so 
noble,  and  cheerfulness  so  fresh,  as  his  glorious 
letters  ;  which  recount  his  perils  by  land  and  sea, 
his  sorrows  from  friend  and  foe,  and  declare  that 
'  none  of  these  things  move '  him  •  which  show  him 
projecting  incessant  work,  yet  ready  for  instant 
rest;  conscious  that  already  he  has  fought  the 
good  fight,  and  wilhng  to  finish  his  course  and 
resign  the  field;  but  prepared,  if  needs  be,  to 
grasp  again  the  sword  of  the  spirit,  and  go  forth 
in  quest  of  wider  victories.  Does  any  one  sup- 
pose, that  it  would  have  been  more  peaceful  to 
look  back  on  a  Hfe  less  exposed  and  adventurous  ? 
on  a  lot  sheltered  and  secure  ?  on  soft-bedded 
comfort,  and  unbroken  plenty,  and  conventional 
compliance  ?  No  !  it  is  only  beforehand  that  we 
mistake  these  things  for  peace :  in  the  retrospect 
we  know  them  better,  and  would  exchange  them 
all  for  one  vanquished  temptation  in  the  desert,  for 
one  patient  bearing  of  the  cross  !  What, — when 
all  is  over,  and  we  lie  upon  the  last  bed, — what  is 
the  worth  to  us  of  all  our  guilty  compromises,  of 
aU  the  moments  stolen  from  duty  to  be  given. 
£  5 
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to  ease  ?  If  Paul  had  cowered  before  the  tribunal 
of  Nero^  and  trembled  at  his  comrades^  blood, 
and,  instead  of  baring  his  neck  to  the  imperial 
SAvord,  had  purchased  by  poor  evasions  another 
year  of  life, — where  would  that  year  have  been 
now  ? — a  lost  drop  in  the  deep  waters  of  time, — 
yet  not  lost,  but  rather  mingled  as  a  poison  in  the 
refreshing  stream  of  good  men^s  goodness  by 
which  Providence  fertilizes  the  ages. 

The  peace  of  Christ,  thus  inherited  by  his  dis- 
ciples, and  growing  out  of  a  living  spirit  of  duty 
and  of  love,  contrasts,  not  merely  with  guilty 
ease,  but  with  that  mere  mechanical  facility  in 
blameless  action  which  habit  gives.  There  is 
something  faithless  and  ignoble  in  the  very  rea- 
sonings sometimes  employed  to  recommend  vir- 
tuous habits.  They  are  urged  upon  us,  because 
they  smooth  the  way  of  right ;  we  are  invited  to 
them  for  the  sake  of  ease.  Adopted  in  such  a 
temper,  duty  after  all  makes  its  bargain  with  in- 
dulgence, and  is  not  yet  pursued  for  its  own  sake 
and  with  the  allegiance  of  a  loving  heart.  More- 
over, whoever  has  a  true  conscience  sees  that 
there  is  a  fallacy  in  this  persuasion  :  for,  whenever 
habits  become  mechanical,  they  cease  to  satisfy 
the  requirements  of  duty;  the  obligations  of  which 
enlarge  indefinitely  with  our  powers,  demanding 
an  undiminished  tension  of  the  will,  and  an  ever- 
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constant  life  of  the  affections.  It  can  never  be^ 
that  a  soul  which  has  a  heaven  open  to  its  view, 
which  is  stationed  here,  not  simply  to  accom- 
modate itself  to  the  arrangements  of  this  world, 
but  also  to  school  itself  for  the  spirit  of  another, 
is  intended  to  rest  in  mere  automatic  regularities. 
When  the  mind  is  thrown  into  other  scenes,  and 
finds  itself  in  the  society  of  the  world  invisible, 
suddenly  introduced  to  the  heavenly  wise  and  the 
sainted  good, — what  peace  can  it  expect  from 
mere  dry  tendencies  to  acts  no  longer  practicable, 
and  blameless  things  now  left  behind?  No;  it 
must  have  that  pure  love  which  is  nowhere  a 
stranger,  in  earth  or  heaven ;  that  ^dtal  goodness 
of  the  affections,  that  adjusts  itself  at  once  to 
every  scene  where  there  is  truth  and  holiness  to 
venerate;  that  conscience,  wakeful  and  devout, 
which  enters  with  instant  joy  on  any  career  of 
duty  and  progress  opened  to  its  aspirations.  And 
even  in  '  the  life  that  now  is,'  the  mere  mechanist 
of  virtue,  who  copies  precepts  with  mimetic  accu- 
racy, is  too  frequently  at  fault,  to  have  even  the 
poor  peace  which  custom  promises.  He  is  at 
home  only  on  his  own  beat.  An  emergency  per- 
plexes him,  and  too  often  tempts  him  disgracefully 
to  fly.  He  wants  the  inventiveness  by  which  a 
living  heart  of  duty  seizes  the  resources  of  good. 
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and  uses  tlicm  to  the  last ;  and  tlie  courage  by 
which  lovc^  Hkc  honour,  stai'ts  to  the  post  of  noble 
danger,  and  maintains  it  till,  by  such  fidelity,  it 
becomes  a  place  of  danger  no  more.  It  is  a  vain 
attempt  to  comprise  in  niles  and  aphorisms  all 
the  various  moral  exigencies  of  hfe.  Hardly  does 
such  legality  suffice  to  define  the  small  portion  of 
right  and  wrong  contemplated  in  human  juris- 
prudence. But  the  true  instincts  of  a  pure  mind, 
like  the  creative  genius  of  art,  frames  rules  most 
perfect  in  the  act  of  obeying  them,  and  throws 
the  materials  of  life  into  the  fairest  attitudes  and 
the  justest  proportions.  He  whose  allegiance  is 
paid  to  the  mere  preceptive  system,  shapes  and 
carves  his  duty  into  the  homeliest  of  wooden  idols : 
he  who  has  the  spirit  of  Christ  turns  it  into  an 
image  breathing  and  divine.  Childi'en  of  God  in 
the  noblest  sense,  we  are  not  without  something 
of  his  creative  spirit  in  our  hearts.  The  power  is 
there,  to  separate  the  light  from  the  darkness 
within  us,  and  set  in  the  firmament  of  the  soul, 
luminaries  to  guide  and  gladden  us,  for  seasons 
and  for  years ;  power  to  make  the  herbage  green 
beneath  our  feet,  and  beckon  happy  creatui'es  into 
existence  around  our  path;  power  to  mould  the 
clay  of  our  earthly  nature  into  the  likeness  of 
God  most  High ;  and  thus  only  have  we  power  to 
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look  back  in  peace  upon  our  work,  and  find  a 
sabbath-rest  upon  the  thought,  that,  morning  and 
evening,  all  is  good. 

But  the  peace  which  Christ  felt  and  bequeathed 
was  the  result  of  trust,  no  less  than  toil.  How- 
ever immersed  in  action,  and  engaged  in  enter- 
prises of  conscience,  every  life  has  its  passive 
moments,  when  the  operation  is  reversed,  and 
power,  instead  of  going  from  us,  returns  upon  us ; 
and  the  scenes  of  our  existence  present  them- 
selves to  us  as  objects  of  speculation  and  emotion. 
Sometimes  we  are  forced  into  quietude  in  pauses 
of  exhaustion  or  of  grief;  stretched  upon  the  bed 
of  pain,  to  hear  the  great  world  murmming  and 
rolHng  by  ;  or  lifted  into  the  watch-tower  of  soli- 
tude, to  look  over  the  vast  plain  of  humanity,  and 
from  a  height  that  covers  it  with  silence,  observe 
its  groups  shifting  and  traversing  like  spirits  in  a 
city  of  the  dead.  At  such  times,  our  peace  must 
depend  on  the  view  under  which  our  faith  or  our 
fears  may  exhibit  this  mighty  '  field  of  the  world ;' 
on  the  forces,  of  evil,  of  fortuity,  or  of  God,  which 
we  suppose  to  be  secretly  directing  the  changes 
on  the  scene,  and  calling  up  the  brief  apparition 
of  generation  after  generation.  And  so  great  and 
terrible  is  the  amount  of  evil,  physical  and  moral, 
in  the  great  community  of  men ;  so  vast  the 
numbers  sunk  in  barbarism,  compared  with  the 


86  CHIIISTIAN  PEACE. 

few  wlio  more  nobly  represent  our  nature  ;  so  many 
and  piercing  (could  we  but  hear  them)  the  cries 
of  unpitied  wretchedness,  that,  with  every  beat  of 
the  pendulum,  wander  unnoticed  into  the  air ;  so 
dense  the  crowds,  that  are  thrust  together  in  the 
deepest  recesses  of  want,  and  that  crawl  through 
the  loathsome  hives  of  sin ;  that  only  two  men 
can  look  through  the  world  without  dismay; 
he,  on  the  one  hand,  who,  suffering  himself  to 
be  bewildered  with  momentary  horror,  and  in  the 
confusion  of  his  emotions,  to  mistake  what  he 
sees  for  a  moral  chaos,  turns  his  back  in  the 
despair  of  fatalism,  crying,  Het  us  eat  and  drink, 
for  to-morrow  we  die  :'  and  he,  on  the  other,  who, 
with  the  discernment  of  a  deeper  wisdom,  pene- 
trates through  the  shell  of  evil  to  the  kernel  and 
the  seed  of  good ;  who  perceives  in  suffering  and 
temptation  the  resistance  which  alone  can  render 
virtue  manifest,  and  conscience  great,  and  exist- 
ence venerable ;  who  recognizes  even  in  the  gigan- 
tic growth  of  guilt,  the  grasp  of  infinite  desires, 
and  the  perversion  of  godlike  capacities  ;  who  sees 
how  soon,  were  God  to  take  up  his  Omnipotence, 
and  snatch  from  his  creature  man  the  care  of  the 
world  and  the  work  of  self-perfection,  all  that 
deforms  might  be  swept  away,  and  the  meanest 
lifted  through  the  interval  that  separates  them  from 
the  noblest ;    and  who  therefore  holds  fast  to  the 
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theory  of  hope,  and  the  kindred  duty  of  effort ; 
takes  shelter  beneath  the  universal  Providence  of 
God ;  and  seeing  time  enough  in  his  vast  cycles 
for  the  growth  and  consummation  of  every  bless- 
ing, can  be  patient  as  well  as  trust ;  can  resign 
the  selfish  vanity  of  doing  all  things  himself,  and 
making  a  finish  before  he  dies;  and  cheerfully 
give  his  life  to  build  up  the  mighty  temple  of 
human  improvement,  though  no  inscription  mark 
it  for  glory,  and  it  be  as  one  of  the  hidden  stones 
of  the  sanctuary,  visible  only  to  the  eye  of  God. 
Such  was  the  spirit  and  the  faith  which  Jesus  left, 
and  in  which  his  first  disciples  found  their  rest. 
Within  the  infinitude  of  the  di\dne  mercy  trouble 
did  but  fold  them  closer ;  the  perversity  of  man 
did  but  provoke  them  to  put  forth  a  more  con- 
quering love  ;  and  though  none  were  ever  more 
the  sport  of  the  selfish  interests  and  prejudices  of 
mankind,  or  came  into  contact  with  a  more  deso- 
late portion  of  the  great  wastes  of  humanity,  they 
constructed  no  melancholy  theories ;  but  ha\ing 
planted  many  a  rose  of  Sharon,  and  made  their 
little  portion  of  the  desert  smile,  departed  in  the 
faith,  that  the  green  margin  would  spread  as  the 
seasons  of  God  came  round,  till  the  mantle  of 
heaven  covered  the  earth,  and  it  ended  with  Eden 
as  it  had  begun. 

Between  these  two  sources  of  Christian  peace, 
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virtuous  toil,  and  holy  trust,  there  is  an  intimate 
connection.  The  desponding  are  generally  the  in- 
dolent and  useless ;  not  the  tried  and  struggling, 
but  speculators  at  a  distance  from  the  scene  of 
things,  and  far  from  destitute  of  comforts  them- 
selves. Barren  of  the  most  blessed  of  human  sym- 
pathies, strangers  to  the  light  that  best  gladdens 
the  heart  of  man,  they  are  without  the  materials 
of  a  bright  and  hopeful  faith.  But  he  who  con- 
secrates himself  sees  at  once  how  God  may  sanctify 
the  world ;  he  whose  mind  is  rich  in  the  memory 
of  moral  victories,  will  not  easily  believe  the  world 
a  scene  of  moral  defeats  ;  nor  w  as  it  ever  known 
that  one  who,  like  Paul,  laboui-ed  for  the  good  of 
man,  despaired  of  the  benevolence  of  God. 

Whoever  then  would  have  the  peace  of  Christ,  let 
him  seek  first  the  spirit  of  Christ.  Let  him  not  fret 
against  the  conditions  which  God  assigns  to  his 
being,  but  reverently  conform  himself  to  them, 
and  do  and  enjoy  the  good  which  they  allow.  Let 
him  cast  himself  freely  on  the  career  to  which  the 
secret  persuasion  of  duty  points,  without  reserva- 
tion of  happiness  or  self;  and  in  the  exercise 
which  its  difficulties  give  to  his  understanding,  its 
conflicts  to  his  will,  its  hiunanities  to  his  afi*ections, 
he  shall  find  that  united  action  of  his  whole  and 
best  nature,  that  inward  harmony,  that  moral 
order,   which  emancipates  from  the  anxieties   of 


CHRISTIAN  PEACE.  89 

self,  and  unconsciously  yields  the  di\dnest  repose. 
The  shadows  of  dai'kest  affliction  cannot  blot  out 
the  inner  radiance  of  such  a  mind ;  the  most 
tedious  years  move  lightly  and  with  briefest  step 
across  its  history ;  for  it  is  conscious  of  its  immor- 
tality, and  hastening  to  its  heaven.  And  there 
shall  its  peace  be  consummated  at  length;  its 
griefs  transmuted  into  delicious  retrospects ;  its 
affections  fresh  and  ready  for  a  new  and  nobler 
career;  and  its  praise  confessing  that  this  final 
*  peace  of  God'  doth  indeed  '  surpass  its  under- 
standing.' 


VII. 

RELIGION  ON  FALSE  PEETENCES. 


John  xv.  16. 
ye  have  not  chosen  me,  but  i  have  chosen  you. 

One  of  tlie  greatest  difficulties  wliicli  Christ  en- 
countered in  his  ministry,  was  to  shake  off  the 
adherents  who  came  to  him  on  false  pretences; 
and  to  reduce  the  motives  of  his  disciples  to  the 
simple  feeling  of  faith  or  fealty,  which  was  the 
only  tie  he  could  endure  to  recognise.  Some  fol- 
lowed him  because  they  '  did  eat  of  the  loaves  and 
were  filled.'  The  Sadducee  enjoyed  his  invective 
against  the  Pharisee,  and  the  Pharisee  was  willing 
to  use  his  refutation  of  the  Sadducee.  The  kind- 
hearted  rich  approved  of  the  good  he  was  doing 
among  the  poor ;  the  severe  dehghted  in  his 
rebukes  of  the  popular  corruption;  the  patriotic 
looked  to  him  as  the  ornament  of  his  country,  and 
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the  marvel  of  his  age  :  and  only  the  fewest  clung 
to  hiiUj  because  they  were  '  of  his  sheep/  and  knew 
and  loved  his  voice.  His  many-sided  wisdom 
turned  some  phase  of  excellence  or  wonder  to- 
wards every  spectator :  and  each  in  succession  was 
worthy,  not  of  less,  but  of  far  more,  admiration 
than  it  received.  Yet  he  declined  the  attachment 
of  those  who  did  not  penetrate  to  the  central  lines 
of  all  his  truth  and  sanctity ;  refused  to  be  judged 
by  the  outward  appearance,  rather  than  the  inward 
principle,  of  his  life ;  never  suflfered  himself  to  be 
regarded  as  an  object  of  others'  choice,  but  himself 
selected  for  his  own  such  as  were  taken  captive  in 
soul  by  the  power  of  so  divine  a  spirit.  Those 
who  would  not  vow  allegiance  to  him  for  his  own 
sake,  and  take  up  for  him  the  cross  which  he 
would  bear  for  them,  might  go  their  way,  and 
sorrowing  feel  that  they  were  none  of  his. 

This  difficulty,  of  bringing  the  heart  to  a  pure 
simplicity  of  faith,  was  no  accident  peculiar  to  the 
personal  ministry  of  our  Lord.  Proceeding  from 
causes  which  human  nature  reproduces  in  every 
age,  it  still  interrupts  the  genuine  influence  of  his 
religion :  which  multitudes  hold  and  profess  on 
false  and  insufficient  grounds,  adducing  every 
variety  of  excuse  for  sanctioning  its  authority;  but 
which  few  receive,  as  too  great  to  be  patronised, 
and  too  true  to  be  proved.     The  ingenuity  and 
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restlessness  of  men  are  perpetually  dissipating  the 
primitiye  impressions  of  their  reason  and  con- 
science, devising  elaborate  justifications  of  that 
which  best  justifies  itself,  and  multiplying  artificial 
foundations  for  that  which  is  natural.  And  the 
evil  is,  that  when  the  insecurity  of  all  this  comes 
to  be  detected,  and  the  structure  of  our  own 
erection  is  found  to  be  crumbling  beneath  us,  it  is 
not  easy  to  recover  at  once  the  genuine  ground  of 
nature.  The  simple  perceptions  and  deep  intui- 
tions of  the  soul  become  so  overlaid  by  acquired 
modes  of  thought  and  judgment,  that  all  faith  in 
them,  and  even  all  clear  consciousness  of  them, 
are  lost;  and  thus  the  original  sources  of  all 
religious  conviction  are  dried  iip.  Some  of  the 
spurious  forms  and  second-hand  imitations  of 
religious  principle,  always  one  remove  from  the 
reality  and  sincerity  of  faith,  I  propose  briefly 
to  trace. 

Religion  is  frequently  degraded,  not  only  by 
its  practical  supporters,  but  by  its  theoretical  ex- 
pounders, into  a  mere  tool  of  expediency;  and 
upheld  as  the  most  approved  engine  for  the  pro- 
duction of  good  morals  and  the  maintenance  of 
social  order.  Support  is  invited  to  it,  on  the 
ground  that  men  are  unmanageable  without  it ; 
that,  but  for  its  powerful  hold  on  the  human  mind, 
the  elements  of  repulsion  would  become  ascendant 


9-1  RELIGION  ON 

ill  the  community,  and  dissipate  it  into  a  multi- 
■  tude  of  individual  self-wills.  It  is  a  shameful  spec- 
tacle, when  its  own  representatives  condescend  to 
plead  for  it  thus ;  and  go  ignominiously  round, 
supplicating  votes  in  its  behalf,  for  the  vacant 
office  of  Master  of  Police  !  What  sort  of  obedience 
is  likely  to  be  rendered  to  a  creature  of  our  own 
appointment,  chosen  from  prudence,  and  remova- 
ble at  pleasure  ?  Nothing  can  be  more  evident 
than  that  such  advocates  are  thinking  only  of  re- 
straining others,  and  are  by  no  means  filled  with 
the  idea  of  submission  themselves.  A  heart  occu- 
pied and  softened  by  the  spirit  of  allegiance  itself 
will  make  a  quite  different  appeal ;  will  never 
dream  that  any  suffrage  can  add  authority  to  the 
faith  that  rules  it  rightfully ;  will  perhaps  think  it 
somewhat  irreligious  for  even  the  most  important 
persons  to  offer  to  the  Almighty  the  weight  of 
their  great  influence ;  and  will  feel  that  things 
divine  are  so  much  higher  than  things  serviceable, 
that  to  recommend  them  for  their  use  is  to  deny 
their  essence,  and  to  disown  their  obligation. 
Nay,  does  not  a  secret  voice  assure  us  all,  that 
short  of  the  sacrifice  of  self-will,  and  the  cheerful 
movement  within  the  limits  of  a  Supreme  Law, 
there  is  not  even  the  faint  beginning  of  rehgion ; 
and  that  this  concern  for  the  common  good,  this 
idea  of  giving  a  sanction  to  the  claims  of  piety. 
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is  an  evasion  of  that  personal  surrender,  which 
it   is   so   easy  to  approve  in  others,  so  hard  to 
achieve  within  ourselves  ?     This  temper  feels  as  if 
it  were  outside  the  ^eat  and  solemn  conditions  of 
humanity,  and  in  concern  for  others^  exposure  to 
them,  lapses  into  forgetfulness  itself;  as  if  it  had 
nothing  to  do  with  the  strife  of  temptation,  and 
the  toil  of  duty,  and  the  cry  of  grief.     The  com- 
placent patron  of  religion, — will  he  not  die  ?  will 
he  not  go,  all  alone,  into  the  silence  of  eternity, 
and  personally  look  into  the  reahty  of  those  things 
of  which  he  has  always  approved  of  keeping  up 
the  show?     Will  he  not  stand  face  to  face  with 
the  God  whose   service  he  has   liherally  encou- 
raged ? — empty,  it  is  to  be  feared — of  the  only 
offering  which  he  could  tranquilly  present, — the 
offer  of  himself ;  and  thrown  upon  the  Infinite, 
not  as  a  child  upon  a  parentis  bosom,  but  as  a 
penitent  in  abasement  before  the  Judge?     Nor 
does  this  seem  so  distant,  that  there  is  much  time 
to  play  at  pretences  with  it  in  the  meanwhile.     As 
sure  as  this  world  is  swimming  fast  through  space 
and  time,  we  are  all  afloat  in  the  same  life-vessel, 
and  have  moreover  a  voyage  before  us,  of  which 
even  the  stoutest  heart  may  well  think  it  earnest. 
I  do  not,  of  course,  flUSan  that  religious  faith 
does  not  conduce  \o  the  moral  order  of  society ;  or 
that  estimable  men  may  not  innocently  be  aware 
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of  this  and  reckon  on  it.  But  I  do  say,  that  it 
is  not  upon  this  that  the  obligatory  character  of 
religion  rests;  that  this  social  action  is  not  the 
source,  but  the  effect,  of  its  binding  authority 
upon  the  mind  :  and  that  to  look  first  to  its 
benefits,  and  then  to  its  sanctity,  is  to  invert  the 
true  order  of  our  moral  life,  and  set  the  pyramid 
of  duty  upon  its  point  rather  than  its  base.  If 
the  great  principles  of  religion  were  false,  if  it 
were  all  a  fiction  that  we  lived  under  a  God  and 
in  front  of  a  heaven,  it  is  obvious  that  these  be- 
liefs would  have  no  claim  upon  us ;  that  their 
relation  to  our  conscience  would  even  be  reversed ; 
and  that  whatever  support  they  might  appear  to 
afford  to  the  laws  of  rectitude  and  peace,  our  sole 
duty  to  them,  as  delusions,  would  be  to  expose 
and  expel  them :  the  looser  dictates  of  expediency 
yielding  at  once  to  the  severer  rule  of  veracity. 
And  it  is  therefore  not  in  their  usefulness,  but  in 
their  truth,  that  theii*  authority  resides :  it  is  with 
that  alone  that  our  allegiance  to  them  must  stand 
or  fall ;  to  that  alone  that  our  souls  are  permitted 
to  bow;  nay,  on  that  alone  that  all  their  moral 
excellence  depends.  A  devout  man  does  his  duty 
better  than  another,  because  he  sees  his  position 
more  completely;  gazes  over  the  wide  field  of  his 
relations  visible  and  invisible  :  e:^aggerates  nothing 
from  its  proximity,  and  overlooks  nothing  from  its 
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distance;  but  ^vith  the  clear  sense  of  moral  pro- 
portion receives  from  all  tlie  true  impression,  and 
gives  to  all  the  fit  affection.  He  does  not  render 
his  mental  vievr  false  by  ignoring  the  whole  region 
that  lies  beyond  experience,  and  treating  it  as  if 
it  had  no  existence ;  or  fever  his  passions  and  fret 
away  his  peace  by  imprisoning  the  whole  energies 
of  his  nature  within  some  narrow  object, — a 
section  only  of  the  life  which  they  are  qualified  to 
fill.  It  is  because  his  mind  is  right,  that  his  hand 
does  right. 

The  same  insult  which  is  committed  against 
religion  by  representing  it  as  the  tool  of  social 
order,  is  repeated,  when  it  is  prescribed  as  the 
only  means  of  finding  any  semblance  of  comfort 
in  circumstances  otherwise  desperate.  No  one 
can  be  ignorant  that  it  is  frequently  exhibited  in 
this  light ;  and  that  men  are  advised  to  lay  by  a 
prudent  store  of  it,  as  a  resource  of  happiness 
during  the  dreary  winter  of  distress.  Nothing 
can  be  more  true  to  nature  than  the  fact  alleged  : 
nothing  more  false  than  the  exhortation  founded 
on  it.  Certain  it  is,  there  is  no  real  conquest  of 
evil,  except  by  the  devout  mind,  that  can  bleed 
beneath  the  thorny  lot,  yet  clasp  it  in  closer 
love,  like  the  piercing  crucifix  of  self-mortification 
upon  the  breast.  Certain  it  is,  that  a  pure  trust, 
defying     nothing     that    is     sent     of     God,    but 
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bending  with  self-renunciation  before  liis  whirl- 
winds sweeping  by,  feels  least  resistance  of  ter- 
rible necessity  chafing  against  its  peace.  But  iu 
mere  cupidity  for  the  comforts  of  faith  there  is 
no  religion  ; — on  the  contrary,  the  total  pri- 
vation of  all  religion :  there  is  precisely  that 
deliberate  reservation  of  self,  that  fencing  of 
it  round  against  the  assaults  of  unhappiness, 
that  mere  service  for  hire,  in  which  is  the  very 
essence  of  disloyalty  to  heaven.  Nor  does  God 
ever  award  the  least  success  to  these  insurance 
speculations  on  his  service ;  and  only  those  who 
give  themselves  up  to  him  without  a  question  find 
their  happiness  returned.  Vain  eveiy  way  are 
all  these  attempts  to  make  that  which  is  divine 
subordinate  to  our  personal  ends  :  we  only  bring 
down  the  awful  rebuke,  '  Ye  have  not  chosen  me, 
but  I  have  chosen  you.^ 

Religion  again  is  often  represented,  not  exactly 
as  the  instrument  for  producing  good  morals,  but 
as  in  fact  the  very  same  with  good  morals.  "We 
hear  the  sentiment  constantly  repeated,  that,  after 
all,  the  service  of  man  is  the  truest  service  of  God. 
Now  if  this  maxim  mean  that  so  long  as  human 
good  is  effected,  it  does  not  signify  on  what 
principles  it  is  done,  no  statement  could  well  be 
more  false.  Let  us  only  see.  Here  is  a  man, 
who   serves   the   commonwealth   from    ambition, 
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and  merits  the  goodwill  of  his  ueighbours,  that  he 
may  mount  by  it.  He  selects  some  conspicuous 
utility,  labours  at  it  visibly  enough,  and  defends 
himself  from  the  aversion  of  the  few  by  surroimd- 
ing  himself  vnth  the  plaudits  of  the  many :  and  if 
you  look  at  him,  busy  before  the  face  of  his 
community,  you  will  not  fail  to  see  the  manner  of 
his  diligence  ;  that  in  proportion  as  they  raise  the 
shout,  he  prosecutes  the  work ;  that  when  they 
are  tired,  he  grows  idle;  and  when  they  can 
lift  their  voices  no  higher,  and  no  more  can  be 
gained  by  labouring  for  their  good,  either  he 
begins  to  toil  in  the  opposite  direction,  or,  throw- 
ing down  all  implements  of  work,  gives  himself 
up  to  strange  gambols,  at  which  the  spectators 
who  have  exhausted  all  their  praise  may  at  least 
gratify  him  by  being  astonished.  Here  is  another 
man,  smitten,  we  will  say,  with  honest  pity  for 
the  degradation  and  misery  of  the  great  mass  of 
CA-ery  civilized  society;  indignant,  it  may  be, 
(who  can  help  it  ?)  that  all  citizens  have  not 
enough  food  and  enough  knowledge ;  studious  of 
the  economic  causes  which  interfere  with  such  a 
result ;  but  unhappily  seeing  no  further  than  the 
mere  sentient  and  intellectual  man,  and  possibly 
dreaming  that  their  oppression  and  wretchedness 
have  been  aggravated,  instead  of  assuaged,  by  the 
restraints  of  the  moral  and  the  aspu'ations  of  the 
F  2 
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spiritual  nature.  You  see  him^  accordingly, — a 
benignant  thinking  animal, — enthusiastically  de- 
votcd  to  projects  for  making  the  life  of  man 
c-omfortable,  intelligent,  and  clean  ;  primarily 
impressed  with  the  necessity  of  increasing  the 
productiveness  of  the  earth ;  and  therefore  se- 
condarily, with  the  importance  of  improvdng  man 
as  the  producing  instrument ;  trusting  to  a  preter- 
natm'al  development  of  the  physical  and  rational 
faculties  to  supply  some  adequate  counterfeit  of 
moral  order,  that  may  look  the  same  from  outside 
the  heart  ;  transfemng  to  personal  interest  the 
venerated  dress  and  badges  of  duty,  but  really 
disowning  any  law  higher  than  the  collective 
forces  of  self-will ;  loosening  any  particular  ties 
with  which  the  feelings  of  mankind  have  con- 
nected a  peculiar  sacredness ;  and  suppressing,  as 
an  unmeaning  weakness,  any  sentiment  above 
that  of  obtuse  submission,  in  case  of  accident,  to 
the  operation  of  crushing  and  fracture  by  the 
disordered  mechanism  of  nature.  And  once  at 
least  there  has  been  a  Christ  ;  not  seeking  to 
thrust  up  human  nature  from  below,  but  to  raise 
it  from  above  ;  knowing  that  its  earth  coidd  pro- 
duce nothing,  except  for  its  pure  and  spreading 
heaven ;  and  so,  coming  down  upon  it,  as  an 
angel  soul  from  the  highest  regions  of  the  spirit ; 
speaking  seldom  to  it  of  its  happiness,  constantly 
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of  its  holiness;  dwelling  little  on  the  arrange- 
ments, and  much  on  the  responsibilities,  of  life ; 
pitying  its  woes,  as  it  pities  them  itself  in  mo- 
ments of  truest  aspiration,  not  with  mere  nervous 
sympathy,  but  with  godlike  and  healing  mercy; 
assuming  its  place  in  the  midst  of  God,  and  on 
the  surface  of  eternity,  and  from  this  sublime 
position  as  a  base  computing  its  obligations  and 
uttering  oracles  of  its  destiny.  Which  now  of 
these  three,  do  you  think,  is  truly  ne'ujlihour  to  our 
poor  nature,  wounded  and  bleeding  by  the  way  ? 
Which  of  them  has  really  tended  and  restored  it 
from  being  half  dead  ?  It  is  impossible  to  deny 
to  even  the  least  worthy  of  them  the  praise  of 
rendering  service  to  man, — but  can  we  say  of 
them  all  that  there  is  a  service  of  God  ?  Are  all 
felt  to  be  equally  noble  and  venerable  ?  or  do  we 
measure  our  reverence  for  them  by  the  scale  and 
service  of  their  operation  ?  Is  it  not  rather  the 
different  principle  which  is  at  the  root  of  each 
that  determines  the  sentiment  we  direct  towards 
them  ?  No  one,  I  believe,  sincerely  feels  that  the 
simply  humane  and  prosaic  view  of  life  and  men, 
such  as  a  naturalist  or  statist  might  take,  is  as 
true  and  high  a  source  of  benevolent  action,  as 
the  reverential  and  divine,  that  commences  with 
the  spiritual  relations,  and  thence  descends  to  the 
economy  of  the  outward  lot.     If  then  the  maxim 


10.2  IIELIGION   ON 

tliat  tlic  service  of  men  is  the  truest  senicc  of 
God,  is  adduced  to  excuse  tlie  indifference  of 
many  an  amiable  heart  to  the  great  tiiiths  of 
faith,  and  to  paUiate  tlie  defects  of  a  merely 
ethical  benevolence ;  if  it  is  the  plea  of  social 
kindness  to  be  let  alone  on  the  subject  of  diviner 
obligations,  it  cannot  be  admitted.  But  as  self- 
justification  is  seldom  deficient  in  ingenuity,  there 
is  a  sense  in  -which  this  aphorism  is  unques- 
tionably true;  in  which  indeed  it  does  but  contain 
the  sentiment  of  the  apostle ;  '  he  that  loveth  not 
his  brother  whom  he  hath  seen,  how  can  he  love 
God  Avhom  he  hath  not  seen  ? '  From  the  love 
of  man  we  do  not  necessarily  rise  into  the  love  of 
God;  but  jfrom  any  true  love  of  God  we  in- 
evitably descend  into  the  love  of  man, — his  child, 
his  image,  the  object  of  his  benediction,  and  the 
sharer  of  his  immortahty.  Nor  is  this  maxim 
without  an  important  application  to  our  moral 
estimates  of  others,  whose  acts  alone  are  exposed 
to  A'iew,  and  of  whose  secret  motives  and  affec- 
tions we  cannot  take  cognizance.  "Wlierever  we 
see  in  our  fellow  men  the  outward  life  which 
might  be  the-  possible  fruit  of  religious  princi- 
ple, though  perhaps  explicable  as  some  inferior 
growth,  we  have  certainly  no  right  to  deny  the 
existence  of  the  nobler  root;  but  must  accept 
their   service   of   man   as   presumption   of   their 
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fidelity  to  God.  I  only  protest  against  that  self- 
flatten'-,  Avliich  permits  our  good-nature  towards 
earth  to  lull  to  sleep  our  aspirations  to  heaven. 

Another  spurious  form  of  religion  is  discerned 
among  those  who  regard  it  as  an  indispensable 
ornament  of  character;  who  speak  much  of  the 
incompleteness  of  human  nature  without  it ;  and 
plead  the  claims  of  piety  on  the  ground  that  it  is 
an  offence  against  mental  symmetry  to  be  without 
it.  The  most  palpable  exhibition  of  this  imitation 
of  faith  is  found  among  those  who,  after  crani- 
ological  reseai'ch,  conceive  that  they  have  disco- 
vered a  certain  cerebral  provision  for  a  god  ;  and 
who  therefore  conclude  nat  the  culture  of  devo- 
tion is  necessary  to  physiological  consistency. 
They  speak  at  large  of  man^s  need  of  a  religion,  of 
his  unsatisfied  wants  without  it ;  of  the  grace 
which  it  adds  to  his  moral  stature,  the  dignity  it 
gives  to  his  affections,  the  power  which  it  ad- 
ministers to  his  will :  and  then  they  issue  orders  to 
their  ingenuity  to  devise  a  religion  suitable  to  this 
discovered  want,  precisely  adapted  to  the  cravings 
of  this  appetite.  Alas  !  however,  this  is  not  the 
way  in  which  a  rehgion  can  be  found  :  it  cannot 
thus  by  any  skill  be  carved  and  constructed  ac- 
cording to  measurements  taken  on  purpose  from 
our  nature.  It  is  easy  indeed  to  imagine  and  invent 
a  faith,  seemingly  just  fitted  to  our  wants ;  but 
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tlicu  comes  the  question,   how  are  we  to   get  it 
believed.     And  here,  it  is  to  be  feared,  is  the  failure 
of  this  school :  they  seem  to  have  more  faith  in 
the  religiousness  of  man,  than  in  the  reality  of 
God.     The  same  danger  attends  the  idea,  -wherever 
found,  of  aiming  constantly  at  our  own  self-per- 
fection,   and,    under   the   influence   of  this    aim, 
striving  to  put  the  last  and  saintly  finish  of  a  pure 
de\otion  to  our  character.     Surely  there  is  some- 
thing unsound  and  morbid  in  thus  resohdng  the 
whole  idea  of  obligation  and  truth  into  that  of 
beauty.     As  long  as  we  arc  but  painting  our  own 
ideal  portrait,  we  can  produce  no  living  and  sub- 
stantial goodness,  but  a  mere  canvass  thing  of  sur- 
face dimension  only.     Human  character  and  life 
are  something  more  than  mere  matters  of  taste 
and  propriety ;  and  will  attain  to  nothing  excel- 
lent till  they  are  regarded  in  the  spirit  of  an  ear- 
nest reality.     Devotion  can  find  no  firm  foundation 
in  the  notion  of  its  relative  fitness  to  us,  but  must 
feel  its  foot  on  the  absolute  truth  of  its  glorious 
and  sublime  objects.     All  else  is  abhorrent  from 
the  pure  simplicity  of  faith,  and  tends  only  to  fos- 
ter an  indiff'erence  to  truth,   and  an  affectation  of 
religion.     God,  refusing  to  be  discerned  through 
the  impure  eye  of  expediency,  reveals  himself  only 
to  our  inward  intuitions  of  conscience.     The  piety 
that  loves  him  will  recognise  no  third  thing  be- 
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tween  yea  and  no.  To  assume  his  reality,  because 
the  h}T)othesis  seems  to  open  the  best  training 
school  for  our  human  nature ;  to  treat  the  highest 
of  all  things  as  true,  only  because  we  want  it  to  be 
true,  and  shall  be  the  better  for  it  if  it  is, — what  is 
this  but,  under  decent  disguise,  the  French  philo- 
sopher's characteristic  exclamation,  '  If  there  were 

not  a  God,  we  should  have  to  invent  one.'  To  an 
earnest  mind  this  air  of  protection  and  appropri- 
ation towards  things  divine  and  holy  is  unspeak- 
ably offensive.  It  is  for  God  to  rule  and  guard 
our  conscience,  not  for  our  conscience  to  take  care 
of  God.  And  to  every  pure  submissive  mind  his 
voice  within  is  heard  rebuking  this  presumptuous 
spirit,  and  repeating  the  words  of  Christ,  '  Ye  have 
not  chosen  me,  but  I  have  chosen  you.' 
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Matthew  vi.  28. 

consider  the  lilies  of  the  field,  how  they  grow  ;  they 
toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin  ;  and  yet  i  say  unto  you, 
that  solomon,  in  all  his  glory,  was  not  arrayed  like 
one  of  these. 

In  no  time  or  country  has  Christianity  ever  been 
exhibited  in  its  simple  integrity.  The  soul  of  its 
author  was  the  only  pure  and  perfect  expression 
of  its  spirit :  it  was  at  once  the  creature  and  the 
sole  director  of  his  mind  ; — born  within  that  palace 
to  be  its  Lord.  In  every  other  instance  Chris- 
tianity has  been  only  one  out  of  many  influences 
concerned  in  forming  the  character  of  its  profes- 
sors ;  and  they  have  given  it  various  shapes,  ac- 
cording to  the  climate,  the  society,  the  occupations 
in  which  they  have  lived.  The  prejudices  and 
passions  of  every  community,  —  the  inevitable 
growth  of  its  position,  have  weakened  its  religion 
and  morality  in  some  points,  and  strengthened 
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them  in  others.  So  that  all  particular  Chris- 
tianities are  distortions  of  the  great  original;  like 
paintings  placed  in  a  false  light ;  or  rather  like 
those  grotesque  images  seen  in  the  concave  sur- 
faces of  things,  Avhichj — lengthen  or  shorten  as 
they  may, — spoil  the  beauty  that  depends  upon 
proportion.  The  student  will  find  in  his  religion 
the  nutriment  of  divinest  speculation, — the  tenets 
of  a  sublime  philosophy  in  which  heaven  resolves 
the  great  problems  of  duty,  fate  and  futurity; 
and  when  his  genius  soars  to  the  highest  heaven 
of  invention,  he  feels  that  he  is  borne  upon  his 
faith,  as  on  eagle's  wings.  The  patriot,  cast  on 
evil  times,  without  a  glimpse  of  these  contempla- 
tive subtleties,  sees  in  it  the  law  of  liberty, — hears 
in  it  a  clear  call,  as  from  the  trump  of  God,  to 
vindicate  the  rights  of  the  oppressed  :  he  delights 
to  read  how  Christ  provoked  bigots  to  gnash  their 
teeth  with  rage,  and  Paul  proclaimed  that  of  one 
blood  were  all  nations  made.  The  peasant  lays 
to  heart  its  mercy  to  the  poor,  and  its  promise 
to  the  good.  The  merchant  takes  it  as  the  root 
of  uprightness ;  the  artist  visits  it  as  the  source 
of  moral  beauty  the  most  divine.  The  system  is 
edited  anew  in  the  mind  of  every  class. 

We  live  in  a  country  whose  national  character 
is  very  marked,  and  on  whose  people  certain  pre- 
vailing habits  and  employments  are  imposed  by  a 
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peculiar  soil,  a  Northern  climate,  and  insular 
position.  Various  causes,  both  social  and  political, 
are  filling  England  more  and  more  with  a  manu- 
factui'ing  and  mercantile  population.  The  fact, 
taken  in  all  its  connections,  is  by  no  means  to  be 
deplored ;  and  in  various  ways  comprises  in  it 
auguries  of  vast  good.  But  in  the  mean  while 
it  is  attended  with  this  particular  result ;  that 
the  spirit  of  gain  is  ascendant  over  every  other 
passion  and  pursuit  by  which  men  can  be  occupied. 
Neither  pleasure,  nor  art,  nor  glory,  can  beguile 
our  people  from  their  profits.  War  was  their 
madness  once  ;  but  the  temple  of  Moloch  is 
deserted,  and  morning  and  evening  the  gates  of 
Mammon  are  thronged  now.  There  is  the  idol  from 
whose  seductions  our  Christianity  has  most  to  fear. 
Without  indulging  in  any  sentimental  declamation 
against  the  pursuit  and  influence  of  Avealth,  we 
may  be  permitted  to  feel,  that  this  is  the  quarter 
from  which,  specifically,  our  moral  and  religious 
sentiments  are  most  in  danger  of  being  vitiated. 
The  habits  which  produce  the  danger  may  be 
inevitable,  forced  upon  us  by  a  hard  social  ne- 
cessity ;  still  in  bare  self-knowledge  there  is 
self-protection.  For,  the  danger  of  a  vice  is  not 
like  the  danger  of  a  pestilence,  in  which  the  most 
unconscious  are  the  most  safe ;  and  the  fear  of 
coutagiou,  which,   in  the  one  case,    absorbs   the 
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poison  into  the  veins  of  the  body,  repulses  in  the 
other  the  temptation  from  the  mind. 

The  excess  to  which  this  master-passion  is 
carried,  perverts  our  just  and  natural  estimate  of 
happiness.  It  cannot  be  otherwise  when  that 
which  is  but  a  means  is  elevated  into  the  greatest 
of  ends ;  when  that  which  gives  command  over 
some  physical  comforts  becomes  the  object  of 
intenser  desii'e  than  all  blessings  intellectual  and 
moral,  and  we  live  to  get  rich,  instead  of  getting 
rich  that  we  may  live.  The  mere  lapse  of  years 
is  not  life  :  to  eat  and  drink  and  sleep ;  to  be  ex- 
posed to  the  darkness  and  the  light ;  to  pace 
round  in  the  mill  of  habit,  and  turn  the  wheel  of 
wealth;  to  make  reason  our  book-keeper,  and 
turn  thought  into  an  implement  of  trade, — this  is 
not  life.  In  all  this,  but  a  poor  fraction  of  the 
consciousness  of  humanity  is  awakened  :  and  the 
sanctities  still  slumber  which  make  it  most  worth 
while  to  be.  Knowledge,  truth,  love,  beauty,  good- 
ness, faith,  alone  give  vitality  to  the  mechanism  of 
existence ;  the  laugh  of  mirth  that  vibrates  through 
the  heart,  the  tears  that  freshen  the  di'y  wastes 
within,  the  music  that  brings  childhood  back,  the 
prayer  that  calls  the  future  near,  the  doubt  which 
makes  us  meditate,  the  death  which  startles  us  with 
mystery,  the  hardship  that  forces  us  to  struggle, 
the  anxiety  that  ends  in  trust — are  the  true  nou- 
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rishment  of  our  natural  being.  But  these  things, 
which  penetrate  to  the  very  core  and  marrow  of 
existence,  the  votaries  of  riches  are  apt  to  fly ;  they 
hke  not  any  thing  that  touches  the  central  and 
immortal  consciousness ;  they  huny  away  from 
occasions  of  sympathy  into  the  snug  retreat  of 
self;  escape  from  life  into  the  pretended  cares  for 
a  livelihood;  and  die  at  length  busy  as  ever  in 
preparing  the  means  of  lining. 

With  a  large  and,  I  fear,  a  predominant  class 
among  us,  it  is  scarcely  an  exaggeration  to  say, 
that  money  'measureth  all  things,'  and  is  more  an 
object  of  ambition  than  any  of  the  ends  to  which 
it  afi'ects  to  be  subservient.  It  is  the  one  stand- 
ard of  value,  which  gives  estimation  to  the  vilest 
things  that  have  it,  and  leave  in  contempt  the 
best  that  are  without  it.  It  is  set  up  as  the 
measure  of  knowledge  ;  for  is  it  not  notorious  that 
no  intellectual  attainments  receive  a  just  appre- 
ciation, but  those  which  may  be  converted  into 
gold ;  that  this  is  the  rule  by  which,  almost  ex- 
clusively, parents  compute  the  worth  of  their 
children's  education,  and  determine  its  character 
and  extent?  It  is  not  enough  that  the  under- 
standing burns  with  generous  curiosity  for  the 
conquest  of  some  new  science,  or  the  fancy  for 
some  new  accomplishment ;  it  is  not  enough  that 
a   study  is   needed  to   brace  the   faculties   with 
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health,  or  ilhuniuc  the  iinjigiiiatioii  with  beauty, 
or  agitate  the  heart  with  high  sympathies ;  '  but 
what  is  the  use  of  it  ?'  is  the  question  still  asked, 
— as  if  it  were  not  use  enough,  instead  of  a  trader 
to  make  a  man.  Research  and  speculation  which 
do  not  visibly  tend  to  the  production  of  wealth 
are  regarded  by  all,  except  the  classes  engaged  in 
their  pursuit,  as  the  dignified  frivolities  of  whim- 
sical men ;  and  though  they  may  bear  the  torch 
into  the  darkness  of  antiquity,  or  open  some 
unexplored  domain  of  nature,  they  must  not 
expect  more  than  a  cold  tolerance.  Still  worse ; 
money  with  us  is  the  measure  of  morality ;  for 
those  parts  and  attributes  of  'vdrtue  are  in  primary 
esteem  which  are  conducive  to  worldly  aggran- 
disement ;  and  it  is  easy  to  perceive  that  no  others 
are  objects  of  earnest  and  hearty  ambition. 
Industry  and  regularity,  and  a  certain  easy 
amount  of  pecuniary  probity,  being  indispensable 
instruments  of  prosperity,  the  great  moral  forces 
of  trade,  are  in  no  country  held  in  higher  worth  ; 
but  the  amenities  which  spread  a  grace  over  the 
harsher  features  of  life,  the  clear  veracity  that 
knows  truth  and  profit  to  be  incommensurable 
things,  and  the  generous  affections  whose  coin  is 
in  sympathy  as  well  as  gold,  are  the  objects  of 
but  slight  care,  and  slighter  culture.  The  current 
ideas  of  human  nature  and  character  are  gradu- 
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ated  by  the  same  rule^  aud  err  on  the  side,  not  of 
generosity,  bnt  of  prudence.  The  experienced  are 
habitually  anxious  to  give  the  young  such  an 
estimate  of  mankind,  as  may  prove,  not  the 
most  true,  but  the  most  profitable, — an  estimate 
so  depressed  into  caution  as  to  be  altogether 
below  justice.  To  escape  one  or  two  possible 
rogues,  we  must  suppose  nobody  true ;  for  the 
sake  of  pecuniary  safety,  we  must  submit  to  the 
moral  wretchedness  of  universal  distrust^  and 
blacken  the  great  human  heart  for  our  private 
ease ;  as  if  it  were  not  better  to  run  the  risk 
of  ruin,  than  grow  familiar  with  so  vast  a  lie^ 
happier  to  be  banlo-upt  in  wealth  than  in  the 
humanities.  But  alas !  with  us,  money  is  the 
measure  of  all  utility ;  it  is  this  which  constitutes 
the  real  though  disguised  distinction  betAveen  the 
English  notions  of  theory  and  pra^ctice.  A  truth 
may  be  in  the  highest  degree  grand  and  impor- 
tant, may  relieve  many  a  cold  and  heaAy  doubt, 
and  open  many  a  fair  and  brilliant  vision ;  but 
unless  it  has  some  reference  to  money,  it  is  pro- 
nounced a  mere  theory.  A  social  improvement 
may  be  suggested,  Avhich  promises  to  remove 
some  absurd  anomaly,  to  assert  some  comprehen- 
sive principle,  or  annihilate  some  suflcrings  of 
mere  feeling ;  but  because  it  has  no  direct  re- 
lation  to   the   mechanism   of  property,  it  is  set 
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aside  as  not  practical.  By  an  unnatural  abuse 
of  terms,  practical  men  do  not  mean  with 
us,  those  who  study  the  bearing  of  things  on 
human  life  in  its  widest  comprehension,  but  men 
who  value  every  thing  by  its  effect  upon  the 
purse. 

In  obedience  to  the  same  dominant  passion,  vast 
numbers  spend  their  term  of  mortal  ser\ice  in 
restless  and  uneasy  competition,  in  childish  strug- 
gles for  a  higher  place  in  the  roll  of  opulence  or 
fashion,  in  jealousies  that  gnaw  to  the  very  heart 
of  luxury,  in  ambition  that  spoils  the  present 
splendor  by  the  shadow  of  some  new  want.  Happy 
they  of  simpler  feelings,  who  have  taken  counsel 
of  a  pure  nature  about  the  economy  of  good  ;  who 
know  from  what  shght  elements  the  hand  of  taste 
can  weave  the  colours  into  the  web  of  life,  and 
from  what  familiar  memories  the  heart  draws  the 
song  of  cheerfulness  as  the  work  proceeds ;  who 
find  no  true'pleasure  marred  because  it  is  plebeian, 
nor  any  indulgence  needful  because  decreed  by 
custom  ;  who  discern  how  little  the  palace  can  add 
to  the  sincere  joy  of  a  loving  and  a  Christian 
home,  and  feel  that  nature  dwells  at  the  centre 
after  all ;  who  have  the  firmness  to  retire  to  that 
inner  region,  and  embrace  the  toils  of  reason,  the 
labours  of  sympathy,  the  strife  of  conscience,  the- 
exhaustless  ambition  of  Duty,  as  Heaven's  own 
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way  to  combine  the  divinest  activity  with  the  pro- 
foundest  repose. 

The  prevalent  occupations  of  the  community  in 
which  we  hve  have  a  tendency  to  pervert  our  moral 
sentiments  and  social  affections^  no  less  than  our 
estimates  of  happiness.  In  a  society  so  engrossed 
with  the  ideas  connected  with  property,  so  eter- 
nally dwelling  on  the  distinction  of  meum  and 
tuum,  men  naturally  learn  to  think  and  speak  of 
all  things  in  the  language  belonging  to  this  rela- 
tion ;  to  use  it  as  an  illustration  of  matters  less 
familiar  to  them,  and  applj?^  its  imagery  and  ana- 
logies to  subjects  of  a  totally  different  character. 
Over  their  property  the  authority  of  law  gives 
them  absolute  right  and  control;  no  man  may 
touch  it  with  his  finger,  or  call  them  to  account  for 
its  disposal.  I  need  not  stop  to  acknowledge,  what 
is  too  plain  for  any  one  to  doubt,  that  this  sanc- 
tity of  property  from  invasion  is,  to  any  society 
the  very  cement  of  its  civilization.  Yet  there  is 
an  unquestionable  danger  of  giving  this  notion  of 
irresponsible  possession  an  application  beyond  its 
proper  range;  of  permitting  the  sense  of  legal 
right  to  creep  insensibly  into  the  domain  of  moral 
obligation,  and  spread  there  the  feeling  of  per- 
sonal self-will,  and  set  up  the  caprices  of  inclina- 
tion for  the  deliberations  of  duty.  Men  are 
exceedingly  apt  to  imagine,  that  nothing  can  be 
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seriously  wrong,  which  they  have  a  right  to  do ;  to 
forget  that  the  hcciice  which  is  allowed  by  law- 
may  be  sternly  prohibited  by  morality.  How  little 
concern  does  any  wise  and  conscientious  principle 
appear  to  have  with  the  expenditure  of  private  re- 
venue, especially  where  that  revenue  is  the  largest ! 
How  despotically  there  do  mere  whim  and  chance 
suggestion  appear  to  reign  !  How  wastefully  are 
the  elements  of  human  enjoyment  squandered  in 
pernicious  luxuries,  or  dissipated  in  random  expe- 
riments of  benevolence,  of  which  a  little  knowledge 
beforehand  might  have  taught  the  result  just  as 
well  as  the  failm-e  afterwards  !  And  if  ever  a  gentle 
remonstrance  is  insinuated,  how  instantly  does  the 
vulgar  and  ignorant  feeling  leap  forth,  '  and  may  I 
not  do  what  I  like  with  my  own  ?'  No,  you  may 
not,  unless  your  liking  and  your  duty  are  in  happy 
accordance.  Morally  you  are  as  much  bound  to  dis- 
tribute your  own  wealth  wisely,  as  to  abstain  from 
touching  another  man's ;  bound  by  the  very  same 
fundamental  reasons,  which  forbid  the  privation  of 
human  enjoyment  no  less  than  the  creation  of  hu- 
man misery.  As  large  a  portion  of  well-being  may 
be  sacrificed  by  an  act  of  wilful  extravagance  as 
by  the  commission  of  a  dishonesty :  and  were  it  of  a 
nature  to  be  definable  by  law,  would  merit  as  severe 
a  punishment.  Shall  any  thing  then  deter  us  from 
saying  that  such  self-indulgence  is  a  thief? 
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But  the  feelings  wliicli  are  entertained  to- 
wards property, — the  feeHngs  of  absolute  and 
irresponsible  control, — are  very  apt  to  extend  to 
whatever  it  can  purchase  and  procure ;  and  un- 
happily, to  the  services  of  those  hiunan  beings 
who  yield  us  their  labour  for  hire.  There  is 
nothing  over  which  a  man  exercises  such  un- 
controlled power  as  his  purse ;  and  (where  no 
principle  of  justice  and  benevolence  intervenes) 
but  one  remove  from  this  despotism  are  placed 
his  dependants.  In  them  the  right  of  every  hu- 
man being  to  be  appreciated  according  to  his 
moral  worth  is  forgotten ;  and  the  rule  by 
which  they  are  judged  is,  their  mechanical  use 
to  .  the  master,  not  their  excellence  in  them- 
selves. That  they  are  responsible  agents  (ex- 
cept to  their  employers),  that  they  have  an 
intelligence  that  may  be  the  receptacle  of  truth, 
hearts  that  may  shelter  gentle  sympathies,  and  a 
work  of  duty  to  carry  on  beneath  the  eye  of  God, 
that  theii'  bodies  are  of  the  same  clay  and  their 
life  constructed  of  the  same  vicissitudes  as  ours, — 
are  thoughts  that  too  seldom  occur  to  lead  us  to 
consult  their  feelings,  to  allow  for  their  tempta- 
tions, to  respect  their  conscience  and  improve- 
ment, as  would  become  a  fraternal  and  a  Christian 
heart.  How  hardly  are  they  judged !  By  how 
much   more  rijnd   a   rule    than    that   which   we 
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apply  to  our  friends  or  to  ourselves  !  What  order, 
■what  puuctualitVj  what  untiring  industry,  what 
equanimity  of  temper,  what  abstinent  inte- 
grity, is  imperiously  and  mercilessly  demanded 
by  many  a  master,  lax,  and  lazy,  and  passionate 
himself !  O  !  with  what  biting  indignation  have 
I  seen  those  most  wretched  of  educated  beings, 
the  governess  in  a  family  or  the  usher  in  a 
school,  worked  to  the  bone  without  the  help  of  a 
sympathy,  moving  in  perpetual  rotation,  with  no 
feeling  but  of  the  daily  whirl,  and  of  incessant 
friction  upon  all  that  is  most  tender  in  their  na- 
ture ;  expected  to  have  all  perfections,  intellectual 
and  moral,  and  to  dispense  with  the  respect  wliich 
is  their  natural  due ;  copiously  blamed  for  what  is 
wrong,  but  scantily  praised  for  what  is  right ; 
paid,  but  never  cheered ;  and  Avhen  worn  thread- 
bare at  last,  put  away  as  one  of  the  cast-off  shreds 
of  society,  that  only  deforms  the  house  filled  with 
purple  and  fine  linen.  This  is  the  consequence  of 
that  state  of  things  in  which  (to  use  the  words  of 
a  Church  Dignitary,  who  could  find  it  in  his  heart 
to  write  then*  without  a  syllable  of  regret  or 
rebuke)  '  poverty  is  infamous ;'  and  in  which 
knowledge  and  virtue  weigh  nothing  against  gold. 
Let  the  children  of  labour  remember,  that  they 
are  of  the  class  which  he  of  Nazareth  dignified ; 
that,  peradventm'e,  in  his  youthful  days  of  me- 
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clianic  toil,  lie  too  was  looked  on  by  the  coarse 
eye  of  sheer  power ;  and  yet  nurtured  amid  indig- 
nities an^,  neglect,  the  spirit  that  made  him  di- 
vinely wise. 

The  despotic  temper  which  is  apt  to  be  engen- 
dered by  wealth  in  one  direction,  is  naturally  con- 
nected with  servihty  in  the  opposite.  For  the 
\ery  same  reason  that  we  regard  those  who  are 
beneath  us  almost  as  if  they  were  our  property, 
we  must  regard  ourselves  almost  as  if  we  were  the 
property  of  those  above  us.  There  is  little,  I  fear, 
that  is  intellectual  or  moral  in  that  sort  of  inde- 
pendence which  is  the  proverbial  characteristic  of 
our  countrymen ;  it  consists  either  in  mere  churl- 
ishness of  manner,  or  in  overbearing  tyranny  to 
those  of  equal  or  lower  grade.  It  would  be  incon- 
sistent not  to  yield  that  respect  to  the  purse  in 
others,  which  men  are  fond  of  claiming  for  it  in 
themselves ;  and  accordingly  it  is  to  be  feared 
that  in  few  civilized  countries  is  there  so  much 
sycophancy  as  in  this ;  so  many  creatures  ready 
to  crawl  round  a  heap  of  gold ;  so  many  insignifi- 
cant shoals  gleaming  around  every  gTcat  ship  that 
rides  over  the  sm'face  of  society.  It  is  a  grievous 
evil  arising  hence,  that  the  judgments  and  moral 
feelings  of  society  lose  their  clear-sightedness  and 
power ;  that  the  same  rules  are  not  applied  to  the 
estimate  of  rich  and  poor ;  that  there  is  a  rank 
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uhicli  almost  enjoys  immunity  from  the  verdict  of 
a  just  public  sentiment,  where  the  most  ordinary 
qualities  receive  a  mischievous  adulationj^and  even 
gi'ave  sins  are  judged  lightly  or  not  at  all.  But 
it  is  a  more  grievous  ill  that  the  witchery  thus 
strikes  with  a  foul  blight  the  true  manhood  of  the 
children  of  God ; — the  manhood,  not  of  limbs  or 
life,  but  of  a  spirit  free  and  pure ; — of  an  under- 
standing open  to  all  truth,  and  venerating  it  too 
deeply  to  love  it  except  for  itself,  or  barter  it  for 
honour  or  for  gold ;  of  a  heart  enthralled  by  no 
conventionalisms,  bound  by  no  frosts  of  custom, 
but  the  perennial  fountain  of  all  pure  humanities ; 
of  a  \nl\  at  the  mercy  of  no  tyrant  without  and  no 
passion  within  ;  of  a  conscience  erect  under  all  the 
pressure  of  circumstances,  and  ruled  by  no  power 
inferior  to  the  everlasting  law  of  Duty ;  of  affec- 
tions gentle  enough  for  the  humblest  sorrows  of 
earth,  lofty  enough  for  the  aspirings  of  the  skies. 
In  such  manhood,  full  of  devout  strength  and  open 
love,  let  every  one  that  owns  a  soul  see  that  he 
stands  fast ;  in  its  spirit,  at  once  humane  and 
heavenly,  do  the  work,  accept  the  good,  and  bear 
the  burdens,  of  his  life.  Its  healthful  power  will 
reveal  the  sickness  of  our  selfishness ;  and  recal 
us  from  the  poisonous  level  of  our  luxuries  and 
vanities  to  the  rowing  breath  and  the  mountain 
heights  of  God,     There  could  be  no  deliverer  more 
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true  than  he  who  should  thus  emancipate  himself 
and  us.  O  !  blessed  are  they  who,  for  the  peace 
and  ornament  of  life,  dare  to  rely,  not  on  the 
glories  which  Solomon  affected,  but  on  those 
which  Jesus  loved ; — glories  which  even  God  may 
behold  with  complacency, — nay,  in  which  he 
shines  himself ;  glories  of  nature,  richer  than  of 
man's  device ;  genuine  graces,  resembling  the 
inimitable  beauties  of  the  lilies  of  the  field, 
painted  with  the  hues  of  heaven,  while  bending 
over  the  soil  of  earth. 
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THE  KINGDOM  OF  GOD  WITHIN  US. 

PART  I. 


Matthew  iv.  17. 

from    that    time   jesus   began    to   preach,    and    to   say, 
repent  ;  for  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  at  hand. 

By  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  was  meant  reformation 
upon  earth.  Whatever  difl&culties  there  may  be 
in  fining  up  the  precise  picture  which  the  phrase 
would  call  up  before  the  mind  of  a  Jewish  audience, 
it  was  unquestionably  the  Hebrew  formula  for  the 
expected  golden  age,  and  was  the  popular  symbol 
to  denote  perfected  society ;  the  final  ascendancy 
of  truth,  justice  and  peace;  the  expulsion  of 
misery  and  wrong ;  the  eternal  reign  of  all  that 
is  divine  over  the  world.  This  theocratic  revo- 
lution was  expected  speedily,  when  the  words  of 
the  text  were  uttered.  On  the  supposed  eve  of 
such  a  change,  which  would  itself  bring  remedies 
for  every  imaginable  ill,  physical  and  moral,  all 
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earnest  efforts  at  social  amelioration  might  appear 
to  be  superseded  ;  the  nearer  the  crisis  of  restora- 
tion, the  shorter  would  be  the  triumphs  of  oppres- 
sion, and  the  feebler  the  mischiefs  of  sin  :  nay,  if 
corruption  ripens  for  judgment,  a  more  vehement 
outblaze  of  human  crime  might  even  be  welcomed 
by  some,  as  likely  to  hasten  the  interposition  which 
was  to  quench  and  to  regenerate.  The  appro- 
priate lesson  of  the  hour  might  be  thought  to  be 
one  of  passive  watchfulness ;  to  lie  in  wait  for  the 
hoped-for  redemption;  to  relax  even  the  accus- 
tomed energies  of  life  and  duty,  as  on  a  world 
grown  old;  and,  in  the  words  of  one  writing 
under  the  influence  of  this  very  expectation,  to 
let  'him  that  is  unjust,  be  unjust  still;  him  that 
is  filthy,  be  filthy  still ;  him  that  is  righteous,  be 
righteous  still ;  him  that  is  holy,  be  holy  still ;  for 
the  time  is  at  hand.' 

Instead  of  this,  however,  the  great  prophet  of 
the  hour  draws  the  opposite  inference  ;  and  utters 
the  exhortation  short  and  sharp,  '  Repent !'  A 
hfe  of  worldly  acquiescence,  of  selfish  habit,  of 
unloving  and  barren  ease,  will  not  do,  he  con- 
ceives, for  the  kingdom  of  Heaven ;  which,  be  it 
what  it  may,  is  no  system  of  mechanism  for  forc- 
ing men  to  be  wise  and  good  without  any  trouble, 
but  a  social  state  accruing  from  wisdom  and  ex- 
cellence  previously   formed ;    not   a   scene   from 
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which  souls  acquire  sanctity,  but  one  to  which 
thej  give  it.  Personal  repentance,  the  transfer- 
ence of  the  hfe  from  conventionalism  to  con- 
viction, the  kindling  of  pure  and  productive 
affections,  must  precede  and  usher  in  the  reign 
of  God  upon  the  earth  ;  men  must  tnily  venerate 
the  Deity  within  them,  and  he  will  not  be  slow 
to  descend  with  his  peace  on  society  around  them. 
The  holy  and  divine  must  first  be  recognised  and 
enshrined  in  the  individual  and  private  heart ; 
and  then  will  follow  its  wider  conquests  over 
humanity.  There  is  the  home  and  citadel  of  its 
strength,  from  which  it  sallies  forth  to  win  its 
public  triumphs,  and  establish  its  general  rule; 
there  the  centre  whence  its  influence  radiates,  till  it 
embraces  and  penetrates  even  the  outlying  margin 
of  barbarism  and  sin. 

Christ  then,  whose  voice  is  Christianity,  ad- 
dresses himself  first  to  the  individual  conscience  ; 
indulging  in  no  dreams  of  a  renovated  world 
without,  till  he  has  flung  his  appeal  to  the  man 
within;  looks  there  for  the  creative  and  vital 
forces,  which  are  to  make  all  things  new.  He 
speaks  to  his  hearers,  not  as  to  passive  creatures 
w^ho  might  look  about  them  for  some  position  in 
which  it  might  befall  them  to  be  good,  but  as  to 
beings  conscious  of  internal  power  to  strive  and 
win  the  excellence  they  love ;  to  grapple  athletic- 
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ally  with  the  oppositions  of  circumstance ;  and 
run  the  appointed  race,  though  with  panting 
breast  and  bleeding  feet.  Herein,  I  conceive, 
did  Christ  preach  a  gospel  wholly  at  variance 
with  the  prevailing  temper  and  philosophy  of  our 
times.  It  is  their  tendency  not  to  excite  men  to 
what  they  ought  to  be,  but  to  manage  them  as 
they  are.  The  age  has  been  prolific  (like  many 
of  its  predecessors)  in  inventions  and  proposed 
social  arrangements,  by  which  we  may  sit  still 
and  be  made  into  the  right  kind  of  men ;  which 
will  render  duty  the  smoothest  thing  on  earth, 
by  warning  all  interfering  motives  oif  the  spot, 
and  turn  the  Christian  race  into  a  stroll  upon  a 
mossy  lawn.  The  trust  and  boast  of  our  period 
Is  not  in  its  indiAidual  energy  and  virtue,  not  in 
its  great  and  good  minds,  but  in  its  external 
ci\'ilization,  in  schemes  of  social  and  political 
improvement,  in  things  to  be  done  for  us,  rather 
than  hy  us,  in  what  we  are  to  get,  more  thaa  in 
what  we  are  to  he.  "We  have  had  systems  of 
education,  which  were  to  mould  the  minds  of  our 
children  into  a  perfection  that  would  make  ex- 
perience blush  ;  systems  of  self-culture,  to  nurse 
our  faculties  into  full  maturity  ;  systems  of  social- 
ism, for  mending  the  whole  world,  and  presenting 
every  one  with  a  virtuous  mind,  without  the  least 
trouble  on  his  part.     Even  those  who  escape  this 
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enthusiasm  of  system  are  apt  to  place  an  extrava- 
gant trust  in  sets  of  outward  cii'cumstances  j  and 
dazzled  by  the  splendid  forms  which  modem 
civilization  assumes,  to  conceive  of  them  as 
powers  in  themselves,  independently  of  the  minds 
that  fill  and  use  them.  Commerce,  mechanical 
art,  and  more  reasonably,  but  still  with  some 
error,  the  school,  and  the  printing  press_,  are  each 
in  turn  cited  as  in  themselves  securing  the  inde- 
finite progress  of  nations  and  mankind.  It  would 
be  absurd  to  doubt  that-  these  causes  operate  with 
constant  and  beneficent  power  on  the  mind  of  a 
people ;  but  on  this  very  account  an  exclusive  and 
irrational  reliance  may  be  placed  upon  them.  It 
is  obvious  that  two  methods  exist,  of  aiming  at 
human  improvement, — by  adjusting  circumstances 
without  and  by  addressing  the  affections  within ; 
by  creating  facilities  of  position,  or  by  developing 
force  of  character ;  by  mechanism  or  by  mind.  The 
one  is  institutional  and  systematic,  operating  on  a 
large  scale,  reaching  individuals  circuitously  and 
at  last ;  the  other  is  personal  and  moral,  the  in- 
fluence of  soul  on  soul,  life  creating  life,  beginning 
in  the  regeneration  of  the  individual  and  spread- 
ing thence  over  communities ;  the  one,  in  short, 
reforming  from  the  circumference  to  the  centre, 
the  other  from  the  centre  to  the  circumference. 
And  in  comparing  these  it  is  not  difficult  to  show 
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the  superior  triumphs  of  the  latter,  which  was  the 
nietliod  of  Christ  aud  Christianity.  Indeed  the 
great  peculiarity  of  the  Christian  view  of  life  is  to 
be  found  in  its  preference  of  the  inward  element 
over  the  outward ;  its  reliance  upon  the  least 
showy  aud  most  deep  buried  portions  of  society  for 
the  evangelising  of  the  world ;  and  still  more  upon 
the  profoundest  and  most  faintly  whispered  senti- 
ments of  the  soul  for  the  regeneration  of  the 
indi\-idual.  It  forbids  us  to  say,  '  Lo,  here!^  or 
^Lo,  there  !'  and  assures  us  that  '  the  kingdom  of 
God  is  within^  us. 

In  attributing  the  sauctification  and  moral 
growth  of  personal  character  to  an  a.gencj  from 
within,  Christianity  is  surely  confirmed  by  expe- 
rience. Rarely  do  these  blessed  changes  originate 
in  any  peculiarities  of  the  individual's  lot,  visibly 
favourable ; — else  from  a  knowledge  of  his  cir- 
cumstances, we  should  be  able  to  predict  the 
history  of  his  mind.  Most  often  they  arise, 
without  any  marked  revolution  in  his  condition, 
from  secret  and  untraceable  workings  of  the  soul, 
from  native  forces  of  the  inner  man,  merely 
taking  from  external  circumstances  an  excuse  for 
breaking  into  energy, — an  excuse  which  a  thou- 
sand different  situations  would  have  supplied  as 
well.  Feeble  minds,  in  apology  for  their  puny 
growth  or  premature  decay  in  excellence,  com- 
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plain  of  the  climate  in  wliicli  God  has  planted 
them ;  but  where  there  is  any  vigour  of  life,  the 
good  seed  will  not  wait  to  burst,  till  it  be  removed 
to  some  sunny  slope  or  luxuriant  garden  of  the 
Loi:d ;  give  it  but  a  lodgment  on  the  rock,  and 
feed  it  with  the  melting  snow,  and  it  will  start  a 
forest  on  the  hills,  climbing  with  giant  feet,  fast 
as  the  seasons  can  make  steps.  Whatever  truth 
there  may  be  in  the  doctrine  of  circumstances, 
when  applied  on  a  large  scale  to  tribes  of  men, — 
however  certain  it  may  be  that  national  character 
is  changed  by  the  insensible  influences  of  national 
condition, — the  application  of  tlie  notion  by  in- 
dividuals to  their  own  case  is  almost  always 
fallacious;  and  the  very  fact  of  their  throwing 
upon  their  fate  the  blame  of  their  own  faith- 
lessness and  sin,  is  a  sure  symptom  that  they  have 
not  the  Hving  conscience  which  would  turn  a 
better  lot  into  a  better  life.  The  souls  that  woukl 
really  be  richer  in  duty  in  some  new  position,  are 
precisely  those  who  borrow  no  excuses  from  the 
old  one ;  who  even  esteem  it  full  of  privileges^ 
plenteous  in  occasions  of  good,  frequent  in  divine 
appeals,  which  they  chide  their  graceless  and  un- 
loving temper  for  not  heeding  more.  Wretched 
and  barren  is  the  discontent  that  quarrels  with  its 
tools  instead  of  with  its  skill ;  and,  by  criticising 
Providence,  manages  to  keep  up  complacency  with 
G  5 
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self.      How  gentle  should  we  be,  if  \vc  were  not 
provoked ;  how  pious,  if  we  were  not  busy ;  the 
sick  would  be  patient,  only  he  is  not  in  health ; 
the  obscure  would  do  great  things,  only  he  is  not 
conspicuous  !     Nay,  the  infatuation  besets  us  more 
closely   still,  and   tempts  us  to  expect  wonders 
from  some  altered  posture  of  our  affairs  totally 
inadequate  to  thcii*  production.     What  we  neglect 
in  summer  is  to  be  done  in  winter ;  what  present 
interruptions  persuade  us  to  forego  is  to  be  glo- 
riously achieved  at  some  coming  period  of  golden 
leisure,  when  confusion  is  to  cease,  and  life  to  be 
set  into  an  order  unattainable  yet.     As  if  time 
and  change,  which  should  be  our  servants,  and 
made  to  do  the  bidding  of  our  conscience,  were  to 
be  waited  on  by  our  ser^^.le  will;  as  if  the  pusil- 
lanimous submission,  once  made,  could  be  at  once 
recalled.     No;  as  the  captive  of  old  was  carried  ofl' 
from  the  field  of  battle  to  the  field  of  slavery,  the 
vanquished  soul  becomes  temj)tation's  serf,  and, 
after  tears  and  repinings,  learns  to  be  cheerful  at 
the  toil  of  sin.     Once  let  a  man  insult  the  majesty 
of  duty,  by  waiting  till  its  commands  shall  become 
easy,  and  he  must  be  disowned  as  an  outlaw  from 
her  realm.     If  he  calculates  on  some  happy  in- 
fluences that  are  to  shape  him  into  something 
nobler ;  if  he  once  regards  his  moral  nature,  not  as 
an  authoritative  power  invested  within  its  sphere 
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with  a  divine  omnipotence  that  speaks  and  it  is 
done,  but  as  passive  material  to  be  worked  by  the 
ingenuity  of  circumstances  into  somewhat  that  is 
good, — it  is  all  over  with  him ;  the  ascendancy  of 
conscience  is  gone  ;  collapse  and  ruin  have  begun. 
The  mind  has  fallen  into  contentment  with  the 
mere  conception, — the  feeble  and  far-off  imagina- 
tion of  excellence;  confounds  the  look  of  duty, 
which  indeed  is  a  fair  vision,  with  the  strife  and 
effort,  the  weary  tension  of  resolve,  the  doubt,  the 
prayers,  the  tears,  which  may  bring  our  Christian 
manhood  to  exhaustion.  Pleasant  is  it  to  enter- 
tain the  pictui'e  of  ourselves  in  some  future  scene, 
planning  wisely,  feeling  nobly,  and  executing  with 
the  holy  triumph  of  the  will ;  but  ^tis  a  different 
thing, — not  in  the  green  avenues  of  the  future, 
but  in  the  hot  dust  of  the  present  moment, — not 
in  the  di'amatic  positions  of  the  fancy,  but  in  the 
plain  prosaic  noio,  to  do  the  duty  that  waits  and 
wants  us,  and  put  forth  an  instant  and  reverential 
hand  to  the  noonday  or  the  evening  task.  It  is  a 
vain  attempt, — that  of  the  Epiciu-ean  moralist  : 
to  'endure  hardness'  is  the  needful  condition  of 
every  service,  and  above  all,  for  the  good  '  soldier 
of  Christ ;'  and  no  man  can  try  his  utmost,  witli 
comfort  to  himself.  "Without  great  effort  was 
nothing  worthy  ever  achieved  j  and  he  who  is 
never   conscious   of  any   strong   lift  within  the 


132  THE   KINGDOM  OF  OOD 

mind,  may  know  tUat  he  is  a  cumberer  of  the 
grouud. 

This  weak  reliance  then  on  outward  occasions 
and  influences  for  moral  irapi'ovement  is  always 
ineffectual.      And  it  is  the  constant  experience  of 
those   who   indulge   in  it,   that  to  postpone  the 
season  is  to  perpetuate  the  sin.     Instead  of  being 
lifted  easih'-  by  the  mechanism  of  new  and  more 
powerful  motives  into  a  higher  life,  the  most  -over- 
whelming vicissitudes  sweep  over  them,  and  after 
having  beat  upon  their  defenceless  affections,  leave 
them  where  they  were ;  not  invigorated  into  effort, 
but  simply  wasted  by  passive  anguish : — just  as 
danger,  which  may  but  reveal  to  the  strong  his 
strength,  will  sink  the  paralytic  into  death.      But 
where,    on    the    contrary,  the   soul    rests,    with 
implicit  dependence,  not  on  outward  opportunities, 
but    on    inward   convictions,    on  some  venerated 
idea  of  right,  there  is  the  true  germ  of  spii-itual 
life,  the  element  of  a  mighty  power.     This  repose 
upon  affectionate  conviction  is  the  true  Christian 
faith ;    and  he  that  has  it,  though  it  be  little  as  a 
grain  of  mustfu-d  seed,  is  able  to  cast  the  mountain 
into  the  sea.     For,  its  force  depends  not  on  the 
greatness  or  rarity  of  the  thoughts  which  compose 
it ;  the  simplest  faith^  be  it  only  deep  and  trustful, 
the  very  smallest  idea  of  a  mission  in  life  assigned 
by  God,  be  it  only   lovingly   and  clearly   seen. 
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'  lifteth  the  poor  out  of  the  dust/  and  '  to  them 
that  have  no  might  increaseth  strength.'  As  of 
old  it  banished  disease,  and  couched  the  blind,  and 
soothed  the  maniac,  by  miracles  of  power,  so  does 
it  still  heal  and  bless  by  its  miracles  of  love.  "Who 
has  not  seen  the  frequent  transformation  it  effects 
in  the  wayward,  frivolous,  self-indulgent  child, 
when  some  living  point  has  been  touched  witliin 
the  heart ;  how  it  seems  to  create  wisdom,  experi- 
ence, energy  and  serenity  at  a  stroke,  and  teaches 
her  best  to  administer  the  daily  and  nightly  medi- 
cine of  an  unspeakable  affection  to  the  sufferings 
of  a  sick  brother,  or  the  infirmities  of  an  aged 
parent.  It  puts  a  divine  fire  into  the  dullest  soul, 
and  draws  in  Saul  also  among  the  prophets ;  it 
turns  the  peasant  into  the  apostle,  and  the 
apostle's  meanest  follower  into  the  martyr. 

I  have  spoken  of  the  sudden  change  of  mind 
effected  by  a  newly-opened  faith.  In  the  primi- 
tive Christian  doctrine  such  change  plainly  seems 
to  have  been  recognized  as  possible.  And  in  spite 
of  all  that  philosophers  have  written,  with  some 
truth  but  not  the  whole  truth,  respecting  the  power 
of  habit,  and  the  slow  and  severe  pace  of  moral 
improvement  and  recovery,  and  the  impossibiHty 
of  abrupt  conversion,  I  believe  there  is  a  profound 
reality  in  the  opposite  and  popular  belief  (as  in- 
deed there  must  be  in  aU  popular  beliefs  respecting 
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matters  of  mental  experience) .  It  is  quite  true  that 
instantaneous  regeneration  of  the  mind  is  not  a 
phenomenon  of  the  commoner  sort,  especially  in 
the  present  day  :  but  it  is  also  true,  that  of  all  the 
remarkable  moral  recoveries  that  occur,  (alas  !  too 
few  at  best,)  almost  the  whole  are  of  this  kind.  It 
is  quite  true  that  the  upward  eifort  of  the  will, 
when  it  exchanges  the  madness  of  passion  for  the 
perceptions  of  reason,  are  toilsome,  and,  if  success- 
ful, tardy ;  and  if  all  transformations  of  conscience 
were  of  the  deliberate  and  reasonable  sort,  philo- 
sophers could  not  say  too  much  about  theii'  infre- 
queucy  and  slowness.  But  the  process  springs 
from  a  higher  and  more  powerful  soiu'ce ;  the  per- 
suasion is  conducted  by  some  new  and  intense 
affection,  some  fresh  and  vivid  reverence,  followed, 
not  led,  by  the  conscience  and  reason.  The  weeds 
are  not  painfully  plucked  up  by  the  cautious  hand 
of  tillage  reckoning  on  its  fruits,  but  burnt  out  by 
the  blaze  of  a  divine  shame  and  love.  It  is  quite 
true  that  such  a  change  cannot  be  expected, — that 
to  calculate  on  it  is  inexpressibly  perilous  ;  for  the 
deeper  movements  of  the  soul  shrink  back  from 
our  computations,  refuse  to  be  made  the  tools  of 
our  prudence,  and  insist  on  coming  imobserved  or 
coming  never  ;  and  he  that  reckons  on  them  sends 
them  into  banishment,  and  only  shows  that  they 
are  and  must  be  strangers  to  his  barren  heart.     It 
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is  quite  true  that  self-cure  is  of  all  things  the  most 
arduous  ;  but  that  which  is  impossible  to  the  man 
within  us,  may  be  altogether  possible  to  the  God' 
In  truth,  the  denial  of  such  changes,  under  the 
affectation  of  great  knowledge  of  man,  shows  an 
incredible  ignorance  of  men.  Why,  the  history  of 
every  great  rehgious  revolution,  such  as  the  spread 
of  Methodism,  is  made  up  of  nothing  else ;  the 
instances  occurring  in  such  number  and  variety, 
as  to  transform  the  character  of  whole  districts 
and  vast  populations,  and  to  put  all  scepticism  at 
utter  defiance.  And  if  some  more  philosophic 
authority  is  needed  for  the  fact,  we  may  be  content 
with  the  sanction  of  Lord  Bacon,  who  observed 
that  a  man  reforms  his  habits  either  all  together  or 
not  at  all.  Deterioration  of  mind  is  indeed  always 
gradual ;  recovery  usually  sudden ;  for  God,  by  a 
mystery  of  mercy,  has  estabhshed  this  distinction 
in  our  secret  natui'e, — that  while  we  cannot,  by 
one  dark  plunge,  sympathise  with  guilt  far  beneath 
us,  but  gaze  at  it  with  recoil  till  intermediate 
shades  have  rendered  the  degradation  tolerable, — 
we  are  yet  capable  of  sympathising  with  moral  ex- 
cellence aud  beauty  infinitely  above  us ;  so  that 
while  the  debased  may  shudder  and  sicken  at  even 
the  true  pictui'e  of  themselves,  they  can  feel  the 
silent  majesty  of  self-denying  and  disinterested 
duty.     With  a  demon  can  no  man  feel  compla- 
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cency,  though  the  demon  be  himself;  but  God 
can  all  spirits  reverence,  though  his  holiness  be  an 
infinite  deep.  And  thus  the  soul,  privately  uneasy 
at  its  insincere  state,  is  prepared,  when  vividly  pre- 
sented with  some  sublime  object  veiled  before, 
to  be  pierced  as  by  a  flash  from  Heaven  with  an 
instant  veneration,  sometimes  intense  enough  to 
fuse  the  fetters  of  habit  and  drop  them  to  the  eai'th 
whence  they  were  forged.  The  mind  is  ready, 
like  a  liquid  on  the  eve  of  crystallization,  to  yield 
up  its  state  on  the  touch  of  the  first  sharp  point, 
and  dart,  over  its  surface  and  in  its  depths,  into 
brilliant  and  beautiful  forms,  and  from  being  turbid 
and  weak  as  water,  to  become  clear  as  crystal,  and 
solid  as  the  rock. 

Meanwhile,  though  acknowledging,  for  the  sake 
of  truth  and  the  understanding  of  God's  grace,  the 
possibility  and  reality  of  such  changes,  we  must 
remember  that,  like  all  vicissitudes  of  the  affec- 
tions, they  neither  come  at  the  direct  command  of 
our  will,  nor  descend  on  those  who  watch  for 
external  influences  to  produce  them.  There  are 
those  who  go  about  in  passive  waiting  for  a  call 
from  Heaven  ;  who  try  this,  and  try  that,  and  say, 
'  Lo  here  !'  and  '  Lo  there  !'  And  they  find  that 
'the  kingdom  of  God  cometh  not  of  observation.' 
Wanting  to  be  holy,  for  the  sake  of  being  happy, 
they  shall  assuredly  be  neither ;  unless  first  the 
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crust  of  their  selfish  nature  is  broken  by  affliction, 
and  bending  the  head  upon  the  shrine  of  sorrow, 
they  cry  with  a  contrition  that  forgets  to  be  happy, 
— a  cry  that,  it  may  be,  the  Divine  Spirit  will  not 
despise.  The  kingdom  of  God  is  within  us.  In 
the  latency  of  every  soul  there  lurks,  among  the 
things  it  loves  and  venerates,  some  earnest  and 
salient  point,  whence  a  dirine  life  may  be  begun 
and  radiate ;  some  incipient  idea  of  duty,  it  may  be, 
some  light  mist  of  disinterested  love,  appearing 
vague  and  nebulous  and  infinitely  distant  within 
the  mighty  void, — a  broken  fringe  of  holy  light, 
seen  only  in  the  spirit's  deepest  darkness :  and 
therein  may  be  the  stirrings  of  a  mystic  energy, 
and  the  haze  may  be  gathered  together,  and  glow 
within  the  mind  into  a  star, — a  sun, — a  piercing 
eye  of  God.  But  wherever  the  Deity  dwelleth 
within  us,  he  will  be  unfelt  and  a  stranger  to  us, 
till  we  abandoii  ourselves  to  the  duties  and  aspira- 
tions which  we  feel  to  be  his  voice ;  till  we 
renounce  ourselves,  and  unhesitatingly  precipitate 
our  life  on  the  persuasion  of  our  disinterested 
affections.  While  his  '  Spirit  bloweth  where  it 
listeth,'  yet  certain  it  is  that  they  only  who  do  his 
will  shall  ever  feel  his  power. 
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THE  KINGDOM  OF  GOD  A^TLTHIN  US. 


PAKT  II. 


Matthew  iv.  17. 


FROM     THAT     TIME     JESUS      BEGAN     TO     PREACH,      AND     TO     SAY, 
REPENT  ;    FOR  THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN   IS   AT   HAND. 

That  the  reformation  and  improvement  of  indivi- 
dual character  proceeds  from  within,  not  from 
without ;  that  it  usually  dates,  not  from  any 
change  in  the  condition  and  circumstances  of  life, 
but  from  the  birth  of  some  indigenous  idea  or 
affection  in  the  mind,  is  the  doctrine  which  I  en- 
deavoured to  establish  in  the  preceding  discourse. 
However  natural  may  be  our  reliance  on  external 
influences  and  marked  transitions  in  our  lot,  as 
facilities  for  a  change  of  mind,  that  reliance  was 
shown  to  be  delusive,  and  even  to  originate  in  a 
state  of  feeling,  which  itself  forbids  the  change. 
A  new  and  regenerative  affection,  wherever  it 
finds  root,  springs  up  (like  a  kingdom  of  God 
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within  us), '  not  with  observation/  but  silently  and 
unconsciously;  from  suggestions  seemingly  slight 
or  even  untraceable  ;  with  power  often  sudden  and 
triumphant ;  in  a  seat  within  the  soul  profound 
and  central ;  whence  a  transforming  force  radiates 
over  the  whole  character  to  its  very  form  and 
visible  expression. 

From  the  case  of  an  indi^ddual  man,  we  will 
now  pass  to  that  of  multitudes.  In  societies,  the 
order  of  reformation  will  be  found  to  be  the 
same; — from  the  centre  to  the  circumference; 
from  a  solitary  point  deep-buried  and  unnoticed, 
first  to  the  circumjacent  region,  and  then  over  the 
whole  surface ;  from  the  native  force  and  inspired 
insight  of  some  individual  mind,  that  kindles,  first 
itself,  and  then,  by  its  irresistible  intensity,  a 
wider  and  wider  sphere  of  souls  ;  spirit  being  born 
of  spirit,  life  of  life,  thought  of  thought.  A  higher 
civilization,  by  which  I  understand  neither  su- 
perior clothes,  nor  better  houses,  nor  richer  wines, 
nor  even  more  destructive  gunpowder,  but  a  nobler 
system  of  ideas  and  aspirations  possessing  a  com- 
munity, must  commence,  where  alone  ideas  and 
aspirations  can  have  a  beginning,  in  somebody's 
mind.  Hence,  of  all  the  more  remarkable  social 
revolutions,  the  seminal  principle,  the  primitive 
type,  may  be  traced  to  some  one  man,  whose  spi- 
ritual  greatness   had    force    enough  to   convert 
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generations  and  constitute  an  era  in  the  world^s 
life ;  who  preached  with  power  some  mighty  re- 
pentance or  transition  of  sentiment  within  the 
hearts  of  men,  and  thus  rendered  more  near  at 
hand  that  'kingdom  of  Heaven/  for  which  all 
men  sigh  and  good  men  toil.  Private  *  repent- 
ance/ individual  moral  energy,  deep  personal  faith 
in  some  gi*eat  conception  of  duty  or  religion^  are 
the  prerequisites  and  causes  of  all  social  amelio- 
ration. 

It  might  appear  a  waste  of  breath  to  make  as- 
sertion of  so  plain  a  truth  as  this,  were  it  not  for 
the  disposition  of  men  to  invert  this  order,  to  plan 
new  systems  of  society  in  order  to  perfect  the 
individual,  instead  of  seeking  in  the  individual 
conscience  the  germ  of  a  nobler  form  of  society. 
Every  vice  and  grievance,  every  evil  physical  and 
moral  which  may  afflict  any  class  of  a  community, 
is  apt  to  be  charged  exclusively  upon  faulty  insti- 
tutional arrangements ;  upon  laws  or  the  want  of 
laws;  on  forms  of  government;  on  economical 
necessity ;  on  some  external  causes  which  lift  off 
the  weight  of  responsibility  from  the  individual 
will,  and  make  men  passive  and  querulous  under 
wrong,  instead  of  active  and  penitent.  Theu'  as- 
pirations are  turned  without,  rather  than  within ; 
become  complaints  instead  of  efforts ;  and  spoil 
their  tempers  instead  of  ennobling  their  energies. 
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They  must  liave  tlie  world  mended,  before  they  can 
be  expected  to  be  better  than  tliey  are  :  they  re- 
verse the  solemn  exhortation  of  my  text ;  and 
propose  to  make  a  stir  to  get  the  'kingdom  of 
Heaven '  established  first ;  and  then  repentance 
and  moral  renovation  will  follow  of  course.  The 
machinery  of  human  motives  being,  we  are  some- 
times assured,  altogether  out  of  order,  the  manu- 
facture of  characters  is  unavoidably  far  from 
satisfactory.  And  not  unfrequently  a  truly  sur- 
prising amount  of  faith  is  manifested  in  the  skill 
of  certain  moral  mechanists,  who  promise  to  rec- 
tify the  disorder,  and  form  for  us  only  the  true 
specimens  of  men.  Self-interest  is  the  one  force, 
by  which  all  speculators  of  this  class  propose  to 
animate  their  new  frame-work  of  society ;  its 
application  being  ingeniously  distnbuted  so  as  to 
maintain  an  unerring  equilibrium,  and  smoothly 
execute  the  work  of  duty.  A  hard-worked  power 
is  this  Self-interest  ;  by  which  vulgar  minds, 
in  schools  of  pliilosophy  or  in  councils  of  state, 
have  from  an  early  age  thought  to  subdue  and 
manage  men ;  but  from  which^  time  after  time, 
they  have  broken  loose  in  startling  and  remark- 
able ways.  Against  this  rehance  for  human 
improvement  on  institutions  and  economical  or- 
ganization, apart  from  agencies  internal  and  spi- 
ritual, ProAddence  and  history  enter  a  perpetual 
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protest.  And  it  behoves  all  wise  men  to  add  their 
voices  too :  the  more  so,  because  it  is  the  tendency 
of  our  times  rather  to  criticise  society,  than  to 
ennoble  and  sanctify  individuals ;  to  apply  trading 
analogies  to  great  questions  of  human  improve- 
ment ;  to  place  as  implicit  a  faith  in  the  omnipo- 
tence of  self-interest  in  morals  as  of  steam  in  the 
arts;  forgetting  that  between  the  grossest  and  the 
most  refined  form  of  this  principle,  there  can  only 
be  the  difference  between  the  cannibal  and  the 
epicure.  Let  us  not  glorify  the  body  of  civiliza- 
tion, and  overlook  its  soul;  and  while  luxuriat- 
ing in  its  fruits,  neglect  the  waters  at  its  secret 
root. 

The  systematic  socialist,  who  is  confident  he 
*  can  explain  the  origin  of  e^dl,^  and  no  less  sure 
that  he  can  remove  it  by  a  kind  of  mental  engi- 
neering or  exact  computation  of  human  wants  and 
desires,  is  the  extreme  exemplification  of  this 
spirit.  In  order  to  indicate  the  fallacy  of  his 
scheme,  it  is  not  necessary  to  travel  beyond  his 
own  class  of  illustrations.  He  perpetually  calls 
the  arrangements  into  which  he  proposes  to  fit 
the  world,  a  '  machine.^  In  every  machine  there 
is  a  power  to  move,  and  a  resistance  to  overcome  : 
and  in  this  particular  project  for  curing  the  errors 
and  perfecting  the  minds  of  men,  it  is  clear  that 
the  social  organization  is  relied  upon  as  the  jjoiver, 
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to  repress  the  Immau  passions  and  will,  considered 
as  resistance.  Yet,  as  organization  is  nothing  in 
itself,  but  merely  a  disposition  of  parts  through 
which  force  may  be  transmitted  from  point  to 
point,  no  cft'ect  can  ensue  till  it  is  filled  and  ani- 
mated with  some  energj'  not  its  own  :  nor  in  this 
case  can  the  boasted  engine  of  improvement  be 
worked  but  by  the  very  minds  it  is  intended  to 
control :  and  the  power  and  the  resistance  being 
thus  the  same,  the  machine  must  stand  still,  as 
certainly  as  the  inventions  on  which  sciolists 
waste  their  ingenuity,  for  producing  perpetual 
motion  and  self-revohdng  wheels.  Or,  to  take  an 
illustration  from  morals  rather  than  from  physics, 
it  is  the  same  mistake,  by  which  a  disorderly  mind 
expects  to  acquire  faithfulness  and  punctuality  of 
conscience,  from  a  neatly-arranged  list  of  employ- 
ments, and  well-filled  scheme  for  the  disposal  of 
the  hours.  While  the  force  of  good  resolve  which 
produced  the  list  remains,  the  self-made  law  con- 
tinues to  be  obeyed,  and  the  program  looks  up 
with  a  grave  and  venerable  authority.  But  the 
occasion  passes,  the  tension  of  the  heart  relaxes, 
temptations  crowd  and  hurry  back  :  and  the  slips 
of  conscience  recommence,  and  confusion  tri- 
umphs again,  though  the  paper  plans  of  duty  are 
symmetrical  as  ever ;  looking  novr  with  vain  re- 
monstrance at  our   rebellion,  till  discarded   and 
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trodden  under  foot  for  reminding  us  of  our  de- 
parted allegiance. 

It  is  far  from  my  desire  to  speak  lightly  of  the 
importance  of  institutional  and  political  change 
But  perhaps^  at  the  present  day,  the  true  light  in 
which  to  regard  it  is,  that  its  function  is  to  check 
evil,  rather  than  create  positive  good;  to  pre- 
vent, by  timely  removal,  an  injurious  variance 
between  the  mind  of  a  people  and  its  ways ;  and 
leave  room  for  the  unembarrassed  operation  of  all 
active  causes  of  improvement  that  may  spread 
from  the  centres  of  private  life.  More  than  this 
is  usually  expected  :  the  intensity  of  political  pas- 
sion exaggerates  the  magnitude  of  the  stake :  and 
hence,  measures,  or  the  defeat  of  measures,  of 
social  innovation,  usually  disappoint  by  the  small- 
ness  of  the  result ;  while  the  conceptions  and  acts 
of  single  minds,  piercing  the  deeps  of  human  sym- 
pathy, and  touching  the  springs  of  the  human 
will,  often  start  from  secrecy  and  neglect  to  a 
power  transcendent  and  sublime.  While  the 
vastest  and  best-executed  schemes  of  subversion 
and  reconstruction  are  necessarily  transient,  the 
creation  of  deep  individual  faith  is  the  mightiest 
and  most  permanent  of  human  powers. 

For  an  example  we  need  only  turn  to  the  grand- 
est of  revolutions,  the  travels  and  triumphs  of 
Christianity  itself.     We  do  injustice  to  the  gospel, 
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and  gratuitously  lessen  the  wonder  of  its  spread, 
when  we  speak  of  it  as  a  system,  deliberately  pro- 
jecting the  downfall  of  the  existing  order  of  things, 
and  urged  on  mainly  by  the  physical  power  or 
intellectual  persuasion  of  miracle.  No  compre- 
hensive scheme  of  policy,  no  continuous  plan,  no 
study  of  ejQfect  however  benevolent,  can  be  traced 
in  our  Lord's  ministry.  These  ingenuities  are  the 
necessai'y  resort  of  our  feeble  minds,  which  have 
to  adapt  themselves  with  nicety  to  foreign  causes, 
to  concDiate  events  instead,  of  commanding  them, 
to  accumulate  power  by  making  each  step  contri- 
bute something  to  the  next.  But  where  there  is 
an  exuberance  of  strength,  and  every  moment  is 
in  itself  equal  to  the  demand  made  upon  it,  the 
soul  may  retain  its  divine  freedom,  unchained  by 
the  successive  links  of  preconceived  arrangement. 
Art  and  strategy  constitute  the  wisdom  of  those 
whose  ends  must  be  gained  against  the  wills  of 
others ;  but  are  misplaced  in  those  who  act  upon 
and  by  their  loAdng  and  consenting  mind.  There 
is  a  wisdom  of  the  understanding,  arising  from 
foresight,  which  demands  pohcy ;  there  is  a  higher 
wisdom  of  the  soul,  derived  from  insight,  which 
dispenses  with  it.  To  discern  ^  that  which  is  before 
and  after '  has  been  pronounced  the  great  human 
prerogative :  but  to  see  clearly  that  which  is  within 
is  the  divine.     And  this  was  Christ's ;  the  source 
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of  that  majestic  power  by  which,  as  the  hierophant 
and  interpreter  of  the  godlike  in  the  soid,  he 
uttered  everlasting  oracles.  He  penetrated  through 
the  film  to  the  inner  mj^stery  and  silence  of  our 
nature  :  and  when  he  spake,  an  instant  music, — as 
of  a  minster-organ  touched  by  spirits  at  midnight, 
— thrilled  and  made  a  low  chant  within.  O  when 
speech  is  given  to  a  soul  holy  and  true  as  his. 
Time,  and  its  dome  of  ages,  becomes  as  a  mighty 
whispering  gallery,  round  which  the  imprisoned 
utterance  runs  and  reverberates  for  ever.  His 
awful  vows  in  the  wilderness,  the  mournful  breath- 
ings of  Olivet,  the  mellow  voice  that  led  the  hymn 
at  the  Last  Supper,  the  faint  cries  of  Calvary,  the 
solemn  assurance  that  heaven  and  God  dwell  in 
us, — do  they  not  ring  and  vibrate  in  our  hearts 
unto  this  day  ?  It  was  not  chiefly  the  force  of 
external  miracle  on  the  convictions,  not  the  logical 
persuasion  of  his  mere  authority,  not  even  the 
soundness  and  reasonableness  of  his  doctrine,  that 
gave  to  his  religion  its  penetrative  power ;  but  the 
mind  itself,  of  which  his  life  and  discourse  were 
but  the  symbol  and  expression ;  the  clearness  and 
beauty  with  which  he  revealed  that  portion  of  the 
Deity  that  may  dwell  in  man,  and  by  action  as 
well  as  words,  proved  the  reality  of  holiness,  cast 
to  the  winds  the  doubts  that  hung  as  foul  mists 
around  all  that  was  divine,  and  drew  it  forth 
n  2 
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from  the  world's  background  of  night  in  colours 
soft  as  the  rainbow,  yet  intense  as  the  sun.  Had 
the  soul  of  Christ  been  different,  in  vain  would  all 
external  endowments  of  verbal  truth  and  physical 
omnipotence  have  been  accumulated  on  him.  It 
was  that  spirit  within, — the  impersonation  of  hea- 
venly love  and  light, — that  retained  around  him 
by  unconscious  attraction  the  little  band  of  simple 
men,  to  whom  it  was  '  the  Father's  good  pleasure 
to  give  '  this  '  kingdom ' — this  transcendent  domi- 
nion over  the  human  heart.  It  was  this  that  im- 
parted to  them  their  best  inspiration,  and  made 
them  missionaries  and  martyrs;  that  followed  them 
like  an  unearthly  vision  through  life,  in  persecution 
and  peril  giving  them  '  that  very  hour  what  they 
ought  to  say;'  in  temptation  and  conflict  coming 
as  '  an  angel  to  strengthen'  them ;  in  prison  and 
in  bonds,  enabUng  them  to  say,  '  but  none  of  these 
things  move  us.'  Here  was  one  of  God's  gi*eat 
powers  abroad  among  men,  which  it  was  impossible 
should  die.  True,  the  world's  heart  seemed  old 
and  withered :  the  more  perhaps  would  the  new 
element  spread,  like  a  fire  bursting  in  the  heart  of 
a  forest  dry  and  dead.  Soon,  in  the  dark  and  un- 
visited  recesses  of  many  an  ancient  city,  there 
lurked  a  living  point  of  faith ;  perceptible  at  first 
only  in  the  altered  countenance  of  the  Jew,  whose 
lip  no  longer  curled  in  scorn,  and  whose  pride  was 
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turned  to  mercy ;  or  in  the  opened  brow  of  the 
slave,  from  whom  abjectness  seemed  chased  away  ; 
or  in  the  murmurs  of  happy  prayer,  that  strayed 
from  some  wretched  cabin  into  the  street,  min- 
ghng  there  with  the  traffic,  the  revelry,  the  curse. 
This  was  the  faith  which  was  to  tread  the  earth 
with  royalty  so  great;  precisely,  be  it  observed, 
because  it  thus  began  its  march,  conquering  each 
individual  heart  that  came  nearest  to  its  reach, 
and  leaving  there  a  garrison  of  truth  and  love, 
before  passing  on  to  newer  victories.  Thus,  be- 
fore the  holiness  of  Christ,  which  was  and  is 
the  supreme  energy  of  the  gospel,  the  craft  of 
hierarchies,  and  the  force  of  governments,  and  the 
inertia  of  a  massive  civilization,  gave  way.  And 
while  thousands  of  state-projects  on  the  vastest 
scale  have  been  conceived,  executed  and  forgotten ; 
while  on  the  field  of  history  the  repeated  tramp  of 
armies  has  been  heard  to  approach,  to  pass  by,  to 
die  away ;  while  the  noisy  shifting  of  nations,  and 
the  shriek  of  revolutions,  have  gone  iip  from  earth 
to  heaven,  and  left  silence  once  more  behind^ — 
this  meek  power  triumphs  over  all ;  speaking  with 
a  persuasion  which  no  vicissitudes  of  language  can 
render  obsolete,  and  throughout  the  ever-varying 
abodes  of  humanity  singing  its  sweet  songs  to  oui' 
heavy  hearts. 

The  revival  of  Christianity  from  its  corruptions 
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illustrates  the  same  truth ;  that  the  greatest  social 
changes  begin  in  the  creation  of  individual  faith. 
I  am  aware  that  both  the  origin  and  the  reforma- 
tion of  our  religion  are  sometimes  appealed  to  by 
sceptical  and  subversive  minds,  as  justifying  con- 
tentment with  their  method  of  procedure,  which 
consists  only  in  destroying  something  falsely 
esteemed  venerable.  No  doubt,  on  a  first  \dew, 
both  these  revolutions  seem  to  have  overturned  a 
great  deal.  But  on  nearer  inspection  this  cha- 
racter will  be  found  to  have  belonged  to  them  as 
a  mere  accident,  not  as  their  essence ;  as  a  symp- 
tom of  something  deeper,  not  as  their  ultimate 
spirit.  Neither  of  them  was  a  merely  negative 
and  disorganizing  agency,  simply  annihilating  a 
sacred  system  of  ideas  :  but  each,  on  the  contrary, 
a  positive  and  creative  power,  putting  into  the 
mind,  not  doubts,  but  faith ;  not  emptying  and 
closing  up  the  shrine  of  the  secret  heart,  but  con- 
secrating and  opening  it  afresh  for  worship.  As 
new  faiths  however  demand  new  forms,  and  a 
living  religion  cannot  find  a  fitting  church  in  the 
dead  body  of  an  old  one,  temples,  rites,  and 
priests,  that  once  had  greatness,  ceased  to  be, 
replaced  by  other  and  sincerer  ones.  Thus,  it  is 
true,  these  revolutions  overwhelmed  ancient  insti- 
tutions, but  only  by  creating  new  ideas  :  their 
internal  spirit  was  organic ;  their  external  effect 
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only^  subversive.  The  Keformation  can  never  be 
properly  understood,  so  long  as  it  is  looked  at 
either  in  the  light  of  a  change  of  doctrines,  or  a 
publication  of  the  right  of  the  intellect  to  free 
inquiry.  It  was,  essentially,  a  substitution  ol 
individual  faith  for  sacerdotal  reliance,  of  personal 
rehgion  for  ecclesiastical  obedience.  The  same 
spirit,  in  a  less  healthy  form,  reappeared,  to 
reproduce  the  same  phenomena,  when  Methodism 
arose,  and  diffused  itself  with  gradual  but  tri- 
umphant power  from  the  earnest  souls  of  the 
Wesleys.  In  all  these  instances,  the  regenerative 
influence  commences  its  action  with  the  great 
mass  of  the  people :  for  it  is  an  apparent  law 
of  Providence,  that  while  in  society  knowledge 
descends,  faiths  ascend:  whUe  science,  doubt, 
opinion,  all  ideas  of  the  understanding,  gravitate 
from  the  few  to  the  many  ;  aflfections,  convictions, 
truths  of  the  conscience  and  the  heart,  rise  from 
the  many  to  the  few. 

Those  who  are  unused  to  this  mode  of  con- 
ceiving of  human  improvement,  as  spreading  from 
secret  centres  to  a  wide  circumference,  and  who 
are  accustomed  to  the  notion  of  civilization  by 
external  agencies,  may  perhaps  adduce  the  print- 
ing-press, as  an  instance  of  a  vast  engine  of 
amelioration,  mechanical  rather  than  moral.  It 
is  obvious   however  that  the  press,  with  all  its 
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magiCj  is  not  a  power  in  itself,  but  a  mere  instru- 
ment ; — a  tool,  Avhose  influence,  in  kind  and 
degree,  depends  altogether  on  the  spiritual  forces 
that  wield  it ;  which  might  be  given  to  the  savage, 
without  producing  the  smallest  fruits  of  culture; 
and  to  a  community  of  the  vicious,  without  pro- 
ducing any  culture  that  is  good.  It  is  simply  an 
implement  for  the  transmission  of  mental  effort ; 
and  it  is  the  thought,  not  the  machinery,  that 
works  the  wonders  of  which  we  boast.  Its  func- 
tion is,  to  bring  into  contact  such  minds  as  there 
are :  and^  as  in  private  intercourse_,  it  depends  on 
the  character  of  those  minds,  whether  is  circulated 
the  vitality  of  health,  or  the  contagion  of  disease. 
It  is  true  indeed  that,  in  the  long  run,  the  highest 
spirits  are  always  the  strongest  too  :  but  tliis  is  a 
law  of  nature,  which  human  inventions  did  not 
make  and  cannot  alter :  and  the  press,  giving 
equal  voice  to  all,  leaves  the  proportionate  in- 
fluence of  different  orders  of  minds  precisely 
where  it  was ;  widening  the  empire,  but  not 
re-disposing  of  the  "\actory.  And  after  all,  it 
cannot  serve  as  an  equivalent  to  the  li^dng,  indivi- 
dual action  of  soul  on  soul.  Who  will  compare  a 
printed  Testament  with  the  voice  and  presence  of 
an  Apostle  ?  The  words  may  be  the  same,  and 
what  is  called  the  meaning  may  be  apprehended  : 
but  see  how  listlessly  the  poor  labourer  in  his 
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cottage  turns  over  the  dead  page,  missing  the 
comment  of  imploring  gesture,  and  kindling  eye, 
and  earnest  tones,  which  doubtless  pierced  and 
fired  the  audience  of  Paul ! 

To  individual  faithfulness  then,  to  the  energy 
of  the  private  conscience,  has  God  committed  the 
real  history  and  progress  of  mankind.  In  the 
scenes  wherein  Tve  daily  move,  from  capacities 
common  to  us  all,  do  drop  the  seeds  from  which, 
if  ever,  the  Paradise  of  God  must  grow  and  blos- 
som upon  the  earth.  He  that  can  be  true  to  his 
best  and  secret  nature,  that  can,  by  faith  and 
patience,  conquer  the  struggling  world  within,  is 
most  likely  to  send  forth  a  blessed  power  to 
vanquish  the  world  without.  Mysteries  of  influ- 
ence fall  from  every  earnest  volition,  to  return  to 
us,  in  gladness  or  in  weeping,  after  many  days. 
No  insult  can  we  pass  upon  the  divine  but  gentle 
dignity  of  duty,  no  quenching  of  God^s  spirit  can 
we  allow,  that  will  not  prepare  a  curse  for  others 
as  well  as  for  ourselves  :  nor  any  reverence,  prompt 
and  due,  in  act  as  in  thought,  can  we  pay  to  the 
God  within,  that  will  not  yield  abundant  blessing. 
'  See  then  that  ye  walk  circumspectly,  not  as 
fools,  but  as  wise/ 
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XL 

THE  CONTENTMENT  OF  SORROW 


Isaiah  liii.  10. 


VET  IT  PLEASED  THE  LORD  TO  BRUISE  HIM  ;      HE  HATH    PUT   HIM 
TO  GRIEF. 


From  age  to  age  mankind  have  importunately 
sought  for  the  reasons  of  sorrow;  and  from  age 
to  age  have  returned  from  the  quest  unsatisfied  ; 
for  still  is  the  question  constantly  renewed.  How 
could  it  be  otherwise  ?  As  sickness  entered  house 
after  house,  and  waste  made  havoc  on  generation 
after  generation,  it  was  inevitable  that  our  terri- 
fied hearts,  ever  clinging  to  that  which  must  be 
wrenched  away,  and  warmed  by  that  which  must 
be  stricken  by  the  frosts  of  death  in  our  embrace, 
should  cry,  O  !  why  these  cruel  messages  of  separa- 
tion, these  decrees  of  exile  thrown  amid  groups  of 
friends  and  kindred  ?  But  the  angel  of  destruction 
makes  no  reply :  silently  he  executes  his  mission  : 
only  he  relents  not;  and  whether  he  be  met  by  tears 
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aud  prayers,  or  by  frowus  luul  the  deplorable  af- 
fectation of  defiance,  lie  does  his  sacred  bidding, 
and  passes  on.  It  would  seem  that  our  passionate 
cui'iosity,  Mhich  continues  to  urge  its  '  why  ?  '  is 
never  to  be  satisfied  ;  but  still  to  hand  down  its 
question  as  the  eternal  and  unanswered  cry  of  the 
human  race.  And  however  impatient  some  minds 
may  feel  at  our  helpless  struggles  with  this  diffi- 
culty, the  thoughtful  will  acquiesce  in  them  tran- 
quilly. For  they  know  that  it  is  of  such  unsolved 
problems,  of  such  mental  strife  with  the  mys- 
terious, which  uses  up  our  knowledge,  and  lets  us 
fall  upon  our  conscious  ignorance,  that  religion 
has  its  birth ;  aud  that  the  perpetual  renewal  of 
this  great  controversy  maintains  the  sovil  in  that 
intermediate  position  between  the  known  and  the 
incomprehensible,  the  finite  and  the  infinite,  which 
excludes  as  well  the  dogmatism  of  certainty  as  the 
apathy  of  nescience  and  chance,  and  calls  up  that 
wonder,  reverence,  and  trust,  which  are  the  fitting 
attributes  of  our  nature.  There  is  a  sense  in  which 
the  maxim  has  a  profound  truth,  that  '  ignorance 
is  the  mother  of  devotion ;' — a  sense  however  by 
no  means  justifying  the  continuance  of  any  igno- 
rance which  can  be  removed,  or  can  degrade  one 
human  being  below  another ;  but  tending  to 
reconcile  us  to  such  as  may  be  rendered  inevitable 
by  the  limits  assigned  to  our  faculties.     If  men 
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knew  every  thing,  they  would  venerate  nothing  : 
reverence  is  not  the  affection  with  which  objects 
of  knowledge,  as  such,  are  regarded ;  and  to  place 
any  object  of  thought  under  the  eye  of  religious 
contemplation,  it  must  be  stationed  above  the 
region  of  distinct  perception,  in  the  shadows  of 
that  Infinitude  which  sleeps  so  awfully  around  the 
luminous  boundaries  of  our  knowledge.  In  this 
position  is  the  great  question  respecting  the 
amount  of  evil  in  human  life;  near  the  highest 
summit  of  our  knowledge,  and  the  deepest  root 
of  our  religion. 

To  the  demand  of  the  human  heart  for  less 
suffering  and  a  more  liberal  dispensation  of  happi- 
ness, no  answer,  as  from  God,  can  be  discovered 
in  scriptui'e  or  in  philosophy ;  and  all  attempts  to 
assign  his  reasons  for  the  present  adjustments  of 
the  world  in  this  respect,  have,  I  believe,  signally 
failed.  But  it  is  otherwise  when  we  attempt  an 
answer,  as  from  ourselves;  when  instead  of  taking 
for  granted  that  the  demand  is  just,  and  waiting 
till  it  obtains  its  reply  from  without,  we  look  into 
the  demand  itself,  and  ask  whether  it  is  wise 
and  right;  whether  it  comes  from  a  condition  of 
the  understanding  and  the  heart  desirable  and 
excellent,  or  disordered  and  ignoble.  Paradox 
as  it  may  seem,  it  is,  I  conceive,  still  true, 
that  the  state  of  mind  which  urges  the  question 
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is  necessarily  incapable  of  understanding  the  an- 
swer. 

At  the  foundation  of  all  our   difficulties   and 
questionings  respecting  the  evils  of  our  lot,  is  a 
secretly-cherished  notion,  that  we  have  a  right  to 
a  more  advantageous  condition.     We  imagine  our- 
selves in  some  way  ill-treated,  and  think  we  might 
faii'ly  have  expected  a  happier  life.     We  speak  as 
beings  who  had  formed  anticipations  more  san- 
guine than  have  been  realized.     The  feeling  that 
asks  for  more  happiness  has  evidently  a  private 
standard  of  its  own,  by  which  it  tries  the  suffi- 
ciency of  its  own  enjoyment; — an  ideal  measure 
which  it  applies  in  its  judgment  of  the  actual 
prondence  of  God ;  and  this  is  the  rule,  by  which 
alone  the  estimate  of  that  Providence  is  made. 
Now  what  is  the  origin  of  this  criterion,  to  Avhich 
■we  submit  the  decision  of  the  solemn  question 
respecting  the  character  of  God  ?     How  do  we 
make  up  our  conceptions  of  the  amount  of  hap- 
piness which  we  may  fittingly  expect  ?     There  is 
but  one  school  in  which  all  our  expectations  are 
trained.  Adz.  experience ;    but  one  source  of  behef 
respecting  the  future,  viz.  knowledge  of  the  past ; 
that  which  actually  has  been,  dictates  all  our  ideas 
of   what  possibly  may  be.     That  image  then  of 
adequately  happy  life  which  we  complain  of  not 
reahzing,  that  picture  which  would  perfect  our 
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content,  is  a  repetition  of  what  we  have  felt,  a 
miniature  of  oiu'  habitual  consciousness,  painted 
in  the  coloiu's  of  positive  experience.  Our  present 
ideal  is  God's  past  reality ;  nor  could  we  ever  have 
framed  even  the  notion  of  such  enjoyment,  had 
not  our  own  lot  been  one  of  peace :  by  blessing 
us,  he  gives  us  the  power  to  entertain  hard 
thoughts  of  him ;  and  we  take  occasion,  from  his 
claims  upon  our  gratitude,  to  judge  harshly  of 
his  government.  Had  he  made  us  miserable  (as 
we  now  count  misery),  inured  us  to  severities  so 
constant  as  even  to  shut  out  the  conception  of  any 
thing  better,  we  should  have  been  ready  with  a 
song  of  thanksgiving  for  the  mercies  of  a  lot  now 
raising  only  murmurs.  Impious  perversity,  that 
thus  renders  to  God  evil  for  good,  and,  in  answer 
to  blessing,  mutters  forth  a  curse  ! 

That  the  tacit  claim  which  we  make  upon  Pro- 
vidence has  really  its  origin  in  a  happy  experience, 
is  confirmed  by  a  fact  often  noticed,  that  habitual 
sufferers  are  precisely  those  who  least  frequently 
doubt  the  Dirine  benevolence,  and  whose  faith 
and  love  rise  to  the  serenest  cheerfulness.  Pos- 
sessed by  no  idea  of  a  prescriptive  title  to  be 
happy,  their  blessings  are  not  benumbed  by  an- 
ticipation, but  come  to  them  fresh  and  brilliant  as 
the  first  day's  morning  and  evening  light  to  the 
dwellers  in  Paradise.     Instead  of  the  dulness  of 
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custom^  they  have  the  power  of  miracle.  With 
the  happy,  it  is  their  constant  peace  that  seems  to 
come  by  natnre,  and  to  be  blunted  by  its  common- 
ness,— and  their  griefs  to  come  from  God,  sharp- 
ened by  their  sacred  origin  :  with  the  suflerer,  it 
is  his  pain  that  appears  to  be  a  thing  of  course, 
and  to  require  no  explanation,  while  his  relief  is 
reverently  welcomed  as  a  divine  interposition,  and, 
as  a  breath  of  Heaven,  caresses  the  heart  into 
melodies  of  praise.  When  the  great  Father,  in 
his  everlasting  watch,  paces  his  daily  and  nightly 
rounds,  and  through  these  lower  mansions  of  his 
house  gathers  in  the  offered  desires  of  his  chil- 
dren, where,  think  you,  does  he  hear  the  tones  of 
deepest  love,  and  see  on  the  uplifted  face  the  light 
of  most  heartfelt  gratitude  ?  Not  where  his  gifts 
are  most  profuse,  but  where  they  seem  most 
meagre  ;  not  where  the  suppliant^s  worship  glides 
forth  from  the  cushion  of  luxury,  through  lips 
satiated  with  plenty,  and  rounded  by  health; 
not  within  the  halls  of  successful  ambition,  or 
even  the  dwellings  of  unbroken  domestic  peace ; 
but  where  the  outcast,  flying  from  persecution^ 
kneels  in  the  evening  upon  the  rock  whereon  he 
sleeps ;  at  the  fresh  grave,  where,  as  the  earth  is 
opened,  Heaven  in  answer  opens  too;  by  the 
pillow  of  the  wasted  sufferer,  where  the  sunken 
eye,  denied  sleep,  converses  with  a  silent  star,  and 
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the  hollow  voice  enumerates  in  low  prayer  the 
scanty  list  of  comforts,  and  shortened  tale  of 
hopes.  Genial,  almost  to  miracle,  is  the  soil  of 
sorrow ;  wherein  the  smallest  seed  of  love,  timely 
falling,  becometh  a  tree,  in  whose  foliage  the  birds 
of  blessed  song  lodge  and  sing  unceasingly.  And 
the  doubts  of  God's  goodness,  whence  are  they  ? 
Rarely  from  the  weary  and  over-burdened,  from 
those  broken  in  the  practical  service  of  grief  and 
toil ;  but  from  theoretic  students  at  ease  in  their 
closets  of  meditation,  treated  themselves  most 
gently  by  that  legislation  of  the  universe  which 
they  criticise  with  a  melancholy  so  profound. 

There  are  indeed  those  who  discern  nothing 
sanctifying  in  sorrow ;  who  say  that  they  are  best, 
when  they  are  happiest, — of  prompter  conscience, 
of  nobler  faith,  of  more  earnest  aspirations ;  who 
seem  sunk  in  apathy  or  stung  into  irritability 
by  affliction ;  and  who  pass  through  it,  finding 
therein  no  waters  of  life,  but  only  a  scorched  de- 
sert,— where  the  earth  is  as  sand  beneath,  and 
the  heavens  as  molten  fire  above.  Those  whose 
sympathies  thus  dry  up  and  wither  in  grief,  as  if 
a  hot  wind  had  swept  over  them,  are  infected  with 
the  fever  of  self.  In  the  inner  and  subterranean 
chamber  of  their  nature  are  no  cool  springs  of 
affection,  collected  from  the  treasm*ed  dews  of 
heaven,   but   nether  fires,    glowing   outwards  to 
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meet  the  heats  tliat  strike  inwards  from  the  skies. 
They  are  given  over  to  the  insatiable  idea  of  mere 
happiness,  in  one  form  or  other ;  and,  this  un- 
gratificd,  find  refreshment  in  nothing  more  divine. 
Failing  in  the  passive  half  of  life,  they  pride  them- 
selves on  the  energy  with  which,  in  cheerful  days, 
they  execute  their  active  duties.  But  it  is  clear 
that  these  are  not  executed  as  duties, — as  due,  that 
is,  to  the  high  and  holy  law  by  which  God  rules  us 
with  pure  affection.  They  have  no  deep  root  of 
love,  but  grow  from  some  shallower  sentiment, — 
the  sense  of  propriety,  the  respect  to  opinion,  the 
taste  for  order,  the  suggestions  of  ambition  ;  for 
were  there  the  true  affectionate  heart  of  reverence, 
how  could  it  thus  stipulate  in  favour  of  its  own 
self-will,  how  litigate  with  God  for  ampler  wages  ? 
How  refuse  his  willing  service,  unless  the  post  of 
command  and  action  be  given,  and  grow  sullen  to 
be  appointed  but  a  door-keeper  at  the  gate  of  his 
tent  of  dwelling,  on  the  outside  of  its  light  and 
joy  ?  Certain"  it  is  that  no  one  possessed  by  this 
temper  can  be  the  true  disciple  of  the  man  of  sor- 
rows, or  look  with  the  eye  of  Ckrist  on  nature  and 
life.  No  holy  spirit  fills  and  consecrates  their 
scenes ;  no  silken  cords  of  divine  love  weave  toge- 
ther the  whole  tissue,  dark  or  gay,  of  human  ex- 
istence, and  make  it  all  as  a  garment  of  God, 
more  sacred  than  prophet's  mantle.     What  differ- 
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ence  did  it  make  to  Christ,  whetlier  iu  the  "wilder- 
ness he  did  fierce  battle  with  temptation ;  or  sat 
on  the  green  slope  to  teach  the  people,  and  send 
them  home  as  if  God  had  dropped  upon  their 
hearts  amid  the  shades  of  evening  :  whether  he 
stood  over  the  corpse,  and  looking  on  the  dark 
eyes,  said,  '  Let  there  be  light,'  and  the  curtains  of 
the  shadows  of  death  drew  up ;  or  saw  the  spii'it 
of  duty  approach  himself  in  the  dress  of  the  grave, 
and  on  the  mournful  whisper,  '  Come  away,' 
tendered  his  hand,  and  was  meekly  led  :  whether 
his  walk  was  over  strewn  flowers,  or  beneath  the 
cross  too  heavy  to  be  borne ; — amid  the  cries  of 
*  Hosanna,'  or  the  murderous  shout  ?  The  differ- 
ence was  all  of  pain ; — none  was  there  of  consci- 
ence, of  trust,  of  poAver,  of  love.  Let  there  be  a 
conscious  affiliation  with  God ;  and  as  he  per- 
vadeth  all  things,  a  unity  is  imparted  to  life,  and 
a  stability  to  the  mind,  which  put  not  happiness 
indeed,  but  character  and  will,  above  the  reach 
of  circumstance  :  a  current  of  pure  and  strong 
affections,  fed  by  the  fount  of  bliss,  pours  from 
hidden  and  sunlit  heights,  and  winds  through 
the  open  plains  and  dark  ravines  of  life,  till  its 
murmurs  fall  into  the  everlasting  deep. 

Thus  far  our  complaints  against  the  evils  of  our 
lot  would  appear  to  indicate  a  wrong  state  of 
mind  tOAvards  God.     The  disappointment  in  which 
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they  originate  is  the  result  of  happy  experience  ; 
and  had  we  never  been  blessed,  we  could  never 
be  querulous.  In  the  natural  place  of  affectionate 
retrospect,  we  suffer  the  intrusion  of  murmurs ; 
and  our  quarrel  with  the  present,  is  a  hostile  sub- 
stitute for  gratitude  towards  the  past.  When  the 
custom  of  God's  mercies  thus  tempts  us  to  forget 
that  they  are  gratuities,  and  hardens  us  to  make 
bold  claims  of  prescriptive  right ;  when  we  begin 
to  reckon  among  his  gifts  only  the  extraordinary 
and  unexpected  benefits  of  our  lot,  and,  measuring 
his  goodness  by  the  mere  overflowings  of  the  cup, 
become  angry  when  happiness  does  not  rise  to  the 
brim, — it  is  time  for  our  pampered  minds  to  learn, 
by  discipline  of  grief,  a  less  wayward  temper :  the 
canker  of  too  long  a  comfort  is  eating  out  the 
whole  religion  of  our  hearts.  We  are  dressing  up 
our  life,  as  if  it  were  the  eternal  palace  of  a  god, 
instead  of  the  brief  halt  and  hospice  of  the  pil- 
grim :  and  there  were  mercy  in  the  stroke  that 
should  lay  it  in  ruins,  and  send  our  unsheltered 
head  into  the  storm,  to  seek  our  rest  in  a  meeker 
and  more  suppliant  spirit.  It  is  no  mere  super- 
stition that  leads  us  sometimes  to  say,  of  a  pros- 
perity and  outward  peace,  that  it  is  '  too  great  to 
last )'  not  indeed  that  any  blessing  is  too  great  for 
God  to  give,  but  only  too  great  for  us  to  receive. 
Freely  might  he  continue  it,  but  innocently  we 
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should  scarce  enjoy  it,  in  perpetuity ;  and  it  is  the 
intuitive  perception  of  this,  the  secret  conscious- 
ness that  the  upward  gush  of  gratitude  is  growing 
feebler, — that  the  incrustations  of  ease  are  creep- 
ing over  the  wells  of  spiritual  life, — that  causes 
us,  araid  our  comforts,  to  tremble  as  in  a  day  of 
wrath,  and  occasionally  sheds  over  the  briUiant 
colours  of  enjoyment,  a  slight  and  mysterious 
tinge  as  from  the  shadow  of  guilt.  'Tis  awful 
and  prophetic  as  the  handwriting  on  the  wall; 
becoming  a  splendour,  as  of  the  heavens,  to  those 
who  revere  it,  and  a  blackness,  as  of  doom,  to 
those  that  neglect  it.  Blessed  are  they  that, 
turning  an  eye  within,  can  discern  and  interpret 
it  betimes ! 

And  if  our  complaints  of  trial  and  suffering 
result  from  a  wrong  state  of  mind  in  relation  to 
God,  they  no  less  imply  mistake  in  relation  to 
ourselves  and  erroneous  ideas  of  our  own  welfare. 
At  least  our  griefs  of  bereavement  (which  are  the 
severest  of  all),  our  expostulations  with  death, 
treat  as  utterly  gone,  treasures  whose  best  portion 
is  with  us  still ;  even  proved  to  be  present  by  the 
very  tears  that  weep  their  absence.  For  wherein 
consists  the  value  of  parent,  child,  or  friend  ?  Is 
it  in  the  use  we  may  make  of  him,  or  in  the  love 
we  feel  for  him  ?  Is  it  in  his  form,  his  voice,  his 
features, — or  in  the  dear  memories  and  delightful 
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affections  which  these  awaken  in  our  minds  ?     As 
a  foreign  hind  differs  from  oiu'  own^  not  in  its  soil, 
but  in  its  recollections ;  as  another  house  differs 
from  our  own,  not  by  its  materials,  but  by  the 
spirit  of  its  associated  feelings,  not  as  a  substance, 
but  as  a  sign, — so  does  a  friend  differ  from  a 
stranger,  not  in  his  person,  but  in  his  power  over 
our  hearts.     He   is   nothing  to  us,  but  for  the 
impression  he  leaves  upon  our  souls,  to  present 
which  is  the  mission  whereto  God  has  sent  him, 
and  the  office  for  which  we  love  him.     Of  all  the 
ingi'edients  that  enter  into  that  infinitely  complex 
thing,  a  human  life,   of  all  the  influences   that 
radiate  from  it,  and  proclaim  it  there,  none  surely 
are   so   essential   as   the  affections  it  kindles  in 
others ;    and  if  beings   around  entertain  of  it  a 
blessed  and  noble  conception,  are  filled  by  it  with 
generous  aspirations,  and  feel  the  thought  of  it  to 
be  as  a  fire  from  heaven,  in  this  is  its  true  and 
best  existence ;   in  this  consists  its  real  identity, 
distiuguisliing  it  by  strongest  marks  from  other 
minds.     And  all  this  death  leaves  behind,  as  our 
indestructible  possession  :    from  our  mere  eyes  he 
takes  the  visible  form  of  the  objects  of  our  love  ; 
for  this  is  only  borrowed  :    from   our   souls   he 
cannot  take  the  love  itself  to  which  that  is  sub- 
serA-ient ;    for  it  is  given  us  for  ever.      The  very 
grief  that   wastes  us  testifies   that,    in   his   true 
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worthy  the  companion  we  lament  as  lost^  is  with 
us  still ;  for  is  it  not  the  idea  of  him  that  weeps 
in  uSj  his  image  that  supplies  the  tears  ?  His  best 
offices  he  will  continue  to  us  yet,  if  we  are  true  to 
him ;  with  serenest  look,  as  through  the  windows 
of  the  soul,  rebuking  our  disquiet,  bracing  our 
faith,  quickening  our  conscience,  and  cooling  the 
feyer-heats  of  life.  Doubtless  the  thought  of  him 
is  transmuted  from  gladness  into  sorrow.  But 
will  any  true  heart  say  that  an  affection  is  an  evil 
because  it  is  sad,  and  wish  to  shake  it  off,  the 
moment  it  brings  pain  ?  Call  it  what  you  will, 
that  is  not  love  which  itself  is  anxious  to  grow 
cold  :  the  emotions  of  a  faithful  soul  never  enter- 
tain a  suicidal  purpose,  and  plan  their  own  extinc- 
tion :  rather  do  they  reproach  their  own  insensibi- 
lity, and  passionately  pray  for  a  greater  vitality. 
Whether  then  in  anxiety  or  in  peace,  in  joy  or  in 
regrets,  let  the  spirit  of  affection  stay ;  and  if  the 
spirit  stay,  the  objects,  though  vanished,  leave 
their  best  presence  with  us  still.  No ;  that  only  is 
truly  lost  which  we  have  ceased  to  love  :  if  there 
be  a  friend  whom  in  our  childhood  or  our  youth 
we  venerated  for  the  wisdom  of  virtue  and  beauty 
of  hohness,  and  whom  now  we  regard  with  the 
aversion  of  corrupted  tastes,  or  the  coldness  of 
callous  hearts,  he  indeed  is  lost :  if  there  be  a 
companion  whose  hand  was  once  locked  in  ours 
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with  the  vows,  seemiugly  so  firm,  of  oui'  enthu- 
siastic years,  and  on  whom  now  we  look  with  a 
mind  frozen  by  the  worldUness  or  poisoned  by  the 
jealousies  and  rivalries  of  life,  such  a  one  is  surely 
lost :    but  not    the  departed  who  left  our  world 
with   benediction,    and   fell   close-locked   in   our 
embrace  :    such  a  one  though  dead,  yet  speaketh  ; 
the  others,  though  living,  are  silent  to  our  hearts. 
Of  the  alienated  the  loss  is  absolute,  an  extinction 
of  a  part  of  oui*  nature.     But  the  sainted  dead 
shall  finish  for  us  the  blessed  work  which  they 
began.     They  tarried  with  us,   and  nui'tured  a 
human  love ;    they  depart  from  us,  and  kindle  a 
divine.     Cease  then,  our  complaining  hearts,  and 
wait  in  patience  the  great  gathering  of  souls ! 


XII. 

IMMORTALITY. 


2  Corinthians  i.  9. 

we   had  the  sentence  of  death   in    ourselves,    that  we 
should  not  trust  in  ourselves,  but  in  god  who  raiseth 

THE  DEAD. 

Paul,  at  his  nearest  view  of  death,  obtained  his 
firmest  '  trust  in  God  who  raiseth  the  dead.' 
Socrates,  with  the  cup  of  poison  in  his  hand, 
declares  it  powerless  :  and  taking  it  as  the  pledge 
of  temporary  parting  from  his  weeping  friends,  goes 
cheerfully  forward  to  explore  the  future.  We, 
who  ai*e  in  no  such  extremity,  but  at  ease  and  in 
command  of  the  strong  posts  of  life,  are  seduced 
into  sceptic  misgivings  of  its  perpetuity,  and  are 
conscious  of  at  least  transient  doubts,  whether 
soul  and  body  do  not  go  out  together.  And  so 
indeed  it  ever  is.  Amid  the  so-called  goods  of 
existence,  we  most  shudder  at  the  view  of  its 
privations ;  while  from  active  contact  with  its  griefs, 
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its  grandeur  appears  least  doubtful,  and,  in  the 
bold  struggle  Avith  ills,  they  prove  a  phantom 
and  slip  away.  From  the  sunlit  heights  of  life, 
the  deep  vales  and  hollows  of  its  necessities  look 
darkest :  but  to  the  faithful  whose  path  lies  there, 
there  is  still  light  enough  to  show  the  way,  and  to 
no  other  eyes  do  the  everlasting  hills  and  blue 
heavens  seem  so  brilliant.  Our  nobler  faith  is  not 
dashed,  as  we  suppose,  by  the  severities,  but  rather 
enervated  by  the  indulgences,  of  experience  :  it  is 
on  the  bed  of  luxury,  not  on  the  rock  of  nature, 
that  scepticism  has  its  birth.  Paul,  the  hardly- 
cutreated  apostle,  the  homeless  and  ever-perilled 
missionary, — his  back  scarred  with  stripes,  his 
hands  heavy  with  bonds,  the  outcast  of  Jewish 
hate  and  Pagan  scorn, — writes  as  he  flies,  to  ask  the 
voluptuous  Corinthians,  '  How  say  some  among  you 
that  there  is  no  resurrection  of  the  dead  ?^  and  to 
prove  in  words  that  immortality  of  which  his  life 
was  the  demonstration  in  action.  And  while  from 
the  centre  of  comforts  many  a  sad  fear  goes  forth, 
and  the  warmest  lot  becomes  often  filled  with  the 
chillest  doubts,  hidden  within  it  like  a  heart  of  ice 
that  cannot  melt,  you  may  find  toiling  misery 
that  trusts  the  more,  the  more  it  is  stricken,  and 
amid  the  secret  pra^'^ers  of  mourners  hear  the 
sweetest  tones  of  hope. 

This   paradox   is   far  from  being  inexplicable. 
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AU  true  religion  is  a  sense  of  want ;  and  Mliere 
want  goes  to  sleep  upon  possession,  it  becomes 
bewildered,  and  when  occasionally  opening  its 
eyes,  sees  nothing  with  the  clearness  of  reality. 
Rehgion  impHes  a  perception  of  the  infinite  and 
invisible  ;  and  where  tlie  finite  is  illuminated  too 
strongly,  nothing  else  can  be  discerned,  and  all 
be^j'ond  appears,  not  dim  twilight  shadow,  but 
blank  darkness.  The  full-orbed  brilliancy  of  life 
brings  out  the  colours  of  the  earth,  and  makes  it 
seem  as  vast  and  solid  as  if  there  were  nothing 
else  :  in  the  midnight  watch,  it  is  felt  only  at  the 
point  beneath  our  feet,  and  the  sphere  of  stars  in 
which  it  swims  alone  is  seen.  Indeed  the  suspicion 
that  this  life  is  our  all,  appears  to  be  simply  an 
example,  upon  a  large  scale,  of  a  delusion  and  dis- 
proportion of  idea  which  we  are  continually  expe- 
riencing in  detail,  and  without  which  perhaps  our 
discerning  and  our  practical  energies  would  be  ill- 
harmonized.  I  allude  to  that  exaggeration  of  the 
present  moment,  that  concentration  of  anxiety 
and  eifort  on  the  present  object,  which  makes  the 
point  of  pending  action  every  thing,  and  for  a  time 
kills  the  reality  of  all  beside.  Desire,  else  broken 
by  dispersion,  singles  out  project  after  project  in 
succession,  on  Avhich  to  gather  all  its  intensity : 
each  in  turn  becomes  the  vivid  and  sole  point  of 
life  :  as  the  eye  applied  to  the  microscope  may  see 
I  3 
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the  centre  of  the  field  without  notice  of  the  margin 
of  the  very  object  beneath  its  view.  This  optical 
exclusiveness  of  mind,  this  successive  iusuLition  of 
effort,  is  the  needful  condition  on  which  the  will 
performs  its  work  with  gladness :  for  who  would 
not  sink  and  faint  upon  the  dust,  if  the  whole  task 
of  existence  were  spread  before  him  at  once  ? 
Let  us  then,  in  practice,  as  the  labourers  of  God, 
bless  him  for  our  blindness;  but  in  meditation,  as 
the  believers  of  God  and  explorers  of  his  Providence, 
not  on  that  account  deny  that  there  is  hght.  Our 
delusion,  operating  in  detail,  is  corrected  by  ex- 
perience, which  shifts  us  ever  to  a  new  point  of 
view  :  and  how  often  do  we  smile  in  retrospect  at 
the  passionate  self-precipitation,  the  silent  tension 
or  stormy  force  of  desire,  with  which  we  bent 
towards  some  aim,  that  seemed  for  the  instant  the 
very  goal  of  life :  the  eagle-eyed  precision  with 
which  we  fell,  as  on  a  prey,  upon  something  that 
now  seems  one  of  the  most  tri\dal  creatures  that 
stirs  the  grass !  Our  eyes  once  opened  thus,  we 
say  that  it  '  was  a  dream/  And  most  truly :  for 
those  who  are  awake  always  discover  that  they  have 
been  dreaming ;  but  those  Avho  dream  never  suspect 
that  they  shall  wake.  For  the  time,  the  images  of 
sleep  are  the  intensest  of  reahties ;  they  are  the 
sleeper's  universe  ;  they  agitate  him  with  hope  and 
terror,  with  love  and  grief,  with  admiration  and 
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transport,  as  genuine  as  human  heart  can  feel ; 
while  they  continue  to  flit  around  him,  they  shut 
in  and  hmit  his  belief,  and  totally  exclude  the  con- 
ceptions suitable  to  the  world  on  which  he  lies. 
And  so  is  it  with  the  long  trance  of  human  life ; 
we  are  ever  dreaming  to  the  present,  and  waking 
to  the  past ;  clearly  estimating  each  illusion  when 
it  is  gone,  but  too  \avidly  occupied  with  new  ones 
to  expect  any  morning  summons  to  a  correcting 
world  beyond.  Not  till  we  are  startled  by  that 
call,  and  stand  outside  our  existing  sphere  of 
thought,  can  we  discover  how  much  of  phantasnx 
there  is  in  life  as  a  whole  :  but  the  wise  will 
assuredly  distrust  their  feeling  of  its  exclusive 
reality ;  will  know  that  if  it  were  a  mere  scenic 
image,  a  painted  vacancy,  environed  by  immense 
and  solemn  realities,  this  same  feeling  would  have 
been  no  less  strong ;  and  they  will  rouse  themselves 
so  far  as  at  least  to  '  dream  that  they  dream.' 

The  feeling  of  impossibility  which,  I  believe, 
haunts  many  persons  in  adverting  to  the  immor- 
tality of  the  soul,  the  vague  apprehension  of  some 
insuperable  obstacle  to  the  realization  of  any  thing 
so  great,  appears  to  arise  from  mere  indolence  of 
conception :  and  vanishes  in  proportion  as  the 
affections  are  deeply  moved,  and  the  intuitions  of 
reason  are  trusted  rather  than  the  importunities  of 
sense.     There  is  certainly  nothing  in  oiu*  idea  of 
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tlic  mind,  as  there  is  in  that  of  organization,  con- 
tradictory of  tlie  belief  of  its  perpetuity ; — nothing 
wliich  involves  the  notion  of  dissolution,  or  of 
limited  duration.  All  the  properties  of  the  think- 
ing principle,  remembrance,  imagination,  love,  con- 
science, volition,  are  irrespective  of  time;  are 
characterised  by  nothing  seasonal ;  are  incapable 
of  disease,  fracture,  or  decay.  They  have  nothing 
in  their  nature  to  prescribe  their  existence  for  an 
hour,  a  centuiy,  a  thousand  years,  or  in  any  way 
to  bring  them  to  termination.  "Were  it  the  will  of 
the  Creator  to  change  his  arrangements  for  man- 
kind, and  to  determine  that  they  should  henceforth 
live  in  this  world  ten  or  a  hundi'ed  times  as  long  as 
they  do  at  present,  no  one  would  feel  that  new 
souls  would  be  required  for  the  execution  of  the 
design.  And  in  the  mere  conception  of  unlimited 
existence  there  is  nothing  more  amazing  than  in 
that  of  unlimited  non-existence ;  there  is  no  more 
mystery  in  the  mind  li\dng  for  ever  in  the  future, 
than  in  its  ha^ing  been  kept  out  of  life  through  an 
eternity  in  the  past.  The  former  is  a  negative,  the 
latter  a  positive  infinitude.  And  the  real,  the 
authentic  wonder,  is  the  actual  fact  of  the  transi- 
tion having  been  made  from  the  one  to  the  other ; 
and  it  is  far  more  incredible  that  from  not  having 
been,  we  are,  than  that  from  actual  being,  we  shall 
continue  to  be. 
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And  if  there  be  no  speculative  impossibility  in 
the  immortality  of  the  soul,  it  cannot  be  rendered 
inconceivable  by  any  physical  considerations  con- 
nected with  death.  We  are  apt,  indeed,  to  be 
misled  by  the  appearances  of  the  last  hour ;  ap- 
pearances so  appalling,  so  humbling,  so  associated 
with  the  memories  of  happy  affection  and  the 
approach  of  bleakest  solitude,  that  it  would  be 
surprising  if  we  did  not  interpret  them  amiss,  and 
see  them  falsely  through  our  tears.  As  we  turn 
away  from  that  last  agony,  we  are  tempted  to  say 
in  our  despair, — there,  there,  is  the  visible  return 
of  all  to  darkness  ;  the  proof  that  all  is  gone ;  the 
fall  of  the  lamp  into  the  death-stream.  Yet  it  is 
clear  that  neither  the  phenomena  of  death,  nor 
any  other  sensible  impression,  can  afford  the  least 
substantive  evidence  that  the  mind  has  ceased  to 
be.  Non-existence  is  a  negation,  which  neither 
sight  can  see,  nor  ear  can  hear  :  and  the  fading 
eye,  the  motionless  lips,  the  chill  hand,  establish 
nothing,  and  simply  give  us  no  report :  refusing 
us  the  familiar  exjiression  of  the  soul  within,  they 
leave  the  great  question  open,  to  be  determined 
by  any  positive  probabilities  which  may  be  sought 
in  other  directions.  In  life,  we  never  saw  or  heard 
the  principle  of  thought  and  will  and  love,  but 
only  its  corporeal  effects  in  lineament  and  speech. 
If  the  bare  absence  of  these  signs  were  sufficient 
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to  prove  the  extiuction  of  the  spirit  which  they 
obey,  the  spectacle  of  sleep  avouIcI  justify  us  in 
pronouncing  the  mind  dead ;  and  if  neither  slum- 
ber nor  silence  have  been  found  to  afford  reason 
for  the  denial  of  simultaneous  thought,  death 
affords  no  better  ground  for  the  dreaiy  inference. 
It  is  to  no  purpose  to  say,  that  vre  have  not  ex- 
perience of  the  separability  of  consciousness  from 
bodily  life ;  for  originally  there  was  no  experience 
of  the  separability  of  consciousness  from  bodily 
waking ;  and  with  the  same  reason  which  would 
lead  us  to  moiu'n  the  extinction  of  a  friend's 
spirit  in  death,  might  Adam  have  bewailed  the 
annihilation  of  Eve  in  the  first  sleep  of  Eden.  Nay, 
if  we  are  not  to  conceive  of  the  existence  of  a 
friend,  where  there  is  no  physical  manifestation,  it 
will  follow  that  till  there  was  a  visible  creation, 
there  was  no  Infinite  Spirit :  and  that  if  ever  the 
Creator  shall  cast  aside  the  mantle  of  his  works, 
if  the  order,  the  beauty,  the  magnificence,  of  the 
universe,  through  which  he  appeal's  to  us  and 
hides  his  essence  behind  the  symbol  of  his  infini- 
tude, are  ever  to  have  their  period  and  vanish,  if 
ancient  prediction  shall  be  fulfilled,  and  '  the  hea- 
vens pass  away  with  a  noise,  and  the  elements 
melt  with  fervent  heat,'  that  hour  will  be,  by  the 
same  rule  which  declares  human  annihilation,  not 
only  the  end  of  all  things,  but  the  death  of  God, 
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Indeed  there  is  that  in  the  very  nature  of  the 
immaterial  mind,  which  appears  to  me  to  exempt 
it  from  the  operation  of  all  material  evidence  of 
its  destruction.  It  is  impossible  to  form  a  steady 
conception  of  thought,  except  as  originating  be- 
hind even  the  innermost  bodily  structures,  and 
intrinsically  different  from  them.  However  much 
you  refine  and  attenuate  the  lining  organism,  yet 
after  all,  thought  is  something  quite  unlike  the 
whitest  and  the  thinnest  tissue  ;  and  the  most  deli- 
cate of  fibres,  woven  if  you  please  in  fairy  loom, 
can  never  be  spun  into  emotions.  Nor  is  it  at  all 
easier  to  imagine  ideas  and  feelings  to  be  the 
results  of  organization,  and  to  constitute  one  of 
the  physical  relations  of  atoms ;  and  if  any  one 
affirms  that  the  juxtaposition  of  a  number  of  par- 
ticles makes  a  hope,  and  that  an  aggregation  of 
curious  textures  forms  veneration,  he  affirms  a 
proposition  to  wliich  I  can  attach  no  idea.  Agitate 
and  affect  these  structures  as  you  will,  pass  them 
through  every  imaginable  change,  let  them  vibrate 
and  glow,  and  take  a  thousand  hues ;  still  you  can 
get  nothing  but  motion,  and  temperature,  and 
coloui" ;  fit  marks  and  curious  signals  of  thought 
behind  themselves,  but  no  more  to  be  confounded 
with  it,  than  are  written  characters  to  be  mistaken 
for  the  genius  and  knowledge  which  may  record 
themselves  in  language.  The  corporeal  frame 
I  5 
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then  is  but  the  mechanism  for  making  thoughts 
and  affections  apparent,  the  signal-liouse  with 
which  God  has  covered  us,  the  electric  telegraph 
by  which  quickest  intimation  flies  abroad  of  the 
spiritual  force  within  us.  The  instrument  may  be 
broken,  the  dial-plate  eff'aced  :  and  though  the 
hidden  artist  can  make  no  more  signs,  he  may  be 
rich  as  ever  in  the  things  to  be  signified.  Fever 
may  fire  the  pulses  of  the  body ;  but  wisdom  and 
sanctity  cannot  sicken,  be  inflamed  and  die.  Nei- 
ther consumption  can  waste,  nor  fracture  mutilate, 
nor  gunpowder  scatter  away,  thought,  and  fidelity 
and  love,  hut  only  that  organization  which  the 
spirit  sequestered  therein  renders  so  fair  and 
noble.  To  suppose  such  a  thing  would  be  to  in- 
vert the  order  of  rank  which  God  has  visibly  esta- 
blished among  the  forces  of  our  world,  and  to  give 
a  downright  ascendancy  to  the  brute  energies  of 
matter  above  the  vitality  of  the  mind,  which,  up  to 
that  point,  discovers,  subdues  and  rules  them ;  to 
proclaim  the  triumph  of  the  sword,  the  casuality, 
the  pestilence,  over  Aartue,  truth  and  faith ;  to  set 
the  cross  above  the  crucified ;  to  surrender  the  holy 
things  of  this  world  to  corruption,  and  shroud  its 
heaven  with  darkness,  and  turn  its  moon  into 
blood.  Think  only  of  this  earth  as  it  floats  be- 
neath the  eye  of  God, — a  speck  in  the  blue  infi- 
nite,— a  precious  life-balloon  freighted  with  the 
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family  of  spirits  he  has  willed  to  come  up  and 
travel  in  this  portion  of  his  universe.  Eemeraber 
that  at  this  very  moment,  and  at  each  tick  of  the 
clock^  some  fifty  souls  have  departed  hence,  gone 
with  their  tempestuous  passions,  their  strife,  their 
truth,  their  hopes,  into  space  and  silence  :  not 
either  with  the  appearance  of  forces  spent  and 
finished ;  for  there  are  children  fallen  away,  with 
expectant  look  on  life,  nothing  doubting  the  secure 
embrace  that  seemed  to  fold  them  round;  there 
is  youth,  raised  up  to  self-subsistence,  not  without 
difficulty  and  sorrow,  with  the  clear  deep  light 
of  thought  and  wonder  shining  from  within, 
quenched  in  sudden  night;  there  is  many  an 
heroic  life,  built  on  no  delusion  of  sense  and  self- 
ishness, but  firm  on  the  adamant  of  faith,  and 
defying  the  seductions  of  falsehood  and  the  threats 
of  fear, — sunk  from  us  absolutely  away,  and  giving 
no  answer  to  our  recalling  entreaties  and  our  tears. 
And  will  you  tell  me  that  all  this  treasure,  which 
is  nothing  less  than  infinite,  is  cancelled  and  puffed 
away,  like  a  worthless  bubble,  into  emptiness? 
Does  God  stand  ahead  of  this  mighty  car  of  being, 
as  it  traverses  the  skies,  only  to  throw  out  tlie 
boundless  wealth  of  lives  it  bears,  and  plunge 
them  headlong  into  the  abyss  midway  on  their 
voyage  through  eternity?  Put  the  question  in 
conjunction    with    any    overwhelming    calamity. 
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which  perceptibly  plunges  into  sudden  silence 
a  multitude  of  souls ;  like  the  dreadful  destruc- 
tion just  announced  from  the  AYestern  world, 
of  a  ship  *  freighted  with  priceless  lives,  with 
the  Avealth  of  homes,  the  hopes  of  the  op- 
pressed, the  lights  of  nations.  Let  any  one 
think  over  the  contents  of  that  fated  ship, 
when  it  quitted  the  port  at  even,  amid  the 
cheerful  parting  of  friends,  and  consider  well 
where  they  were  when  tlie  morning  broke.  There 
were  travellers  from  foreign  lands,  ready  with 
pleased  heart  to  tell  at  home  the  thousand  mar- 
vels they  had  gathered  on  their  way.  There  \^  as 
a  famih'  of  mourners,  taking  to  their  household 
graves  their  unburicd  dead.  And  there  was  one 
at  least  of  rare  truth  and  wisdom,  of  designs  than 
which  philanthropy  knows  nothing  greater;  of 
faith  that  all  must  veuer  te,  and  love  that  all 
must  trust;  of  persuasive  lips,  from  which  a 
thouglitful  genius  and  the  simplest  heart  poured 
forth  the  true  music  of  humanity.  And  does  any 
one  believe  that  this  freight  of  transcendent  worth, 
— all  this    sorrow,  and  thought,  and   hope,  and 

*  The  steam-boat  Lexington,  which  left  New  York  for 
Boston,  13th  January,  1840,  and  was  burned  that  night  in 
Long  Island  sound,  with  the  loss  of  all  on  board  except  four. 
Dr.  FoUen  was  among  the  number  that  perished.  Tlie  pre- 
sent discourse  was  suggested  by  that  event. 
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moral  greatness,  and  pure  aJ0Fection, — were  burnt, 
and  went  out  with  flame  and  cotton-smoke? 
Sooner  would  I  believe  that  the  fire  consumed 
the  less  everlasting  stars  !  Such  a  galaxy  of 
spiritual  light  and  order  and  beauty  is  spread 
above  the  elements  and  theu'  power,  and  neither 
heat  can  scorch  it,  nor  cold  water  drown.  The 
bleak  wind  that  swept  in  the  morning  over  the 
black  and  heaving  wreck  would  moan  in  the  ear  of 
sympathy  with  the  wail  of  a  thousand  survivors ; 
but  to  the  ear  of  wisdom  and  of  faith,  would 
sound  as  the  returning  whisper  and  requiem  of 
hope. 

There  appears  to  be  a  caprice  in  the  dispensa- 
tion of  death,  quite  at  variance  with  the  scrupu- 
lous regularity  and  economy  of  nature  in  less 
momentous  affairs;  and  strongly  indicative  of  a 
hidden  sequel.  The  inferior  departments  of 
creation  are  marked  by  a  frugality  and  seasonal 
order,  that  seems  to  gather  up  the  very  fragments 
of  good,  that  nothing  be  lost.  Scarcely  does  a 
moment  elapse  before  the  cast-off  structure  of 
plant  or  animal  is  put  in  requisition  for  some  new 
purpose.  Such  value  seems  to  be  attached  to  the 
tree,  that  its  seed  is  encased  and  protected  with 
the  nicest  care,  can  retain  its  principle  of  vitality 
for  thousands  of  years,  and  hold  itself  ready  to 
germinate  whenever  the  suitable  conditions  shall 
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be  presented.  The  wild  auiiiials  have  a  certain 
term  of  life  allotted  to  each  species,  wliich  probably 
few  individuals  much  exceed  or  fail  to  reach. 
Every  thing  else  seems  to  have  its  well-defined 
circuit  and  range  of  functions,  its  season  of 
maturity  and  period  of  fall.  But  when  we  rise 
into  the  only  community  dignified  by  minds,  all 
looks  in  comparison  like  confusion  and  fortuity. 
Infancy  and  age,  strength  and  imbecility,  the 
pure  and  the  corrupt  of  heart,  the  full  and  empty 
souled,  drop  indiscriminately  away ;  as  if  the 
spirits  of  men  were  the  cruel  sport  of  some  high 
and  invisible  demon-game, — kindled  and  extin- 
guished in  remorseless  and  capricious  jest.  And 
if  such  a  supposition  is  excluded  by  the  harmony 
and  exactitude  which  prevail  in  the  other  regions 
of  the  creation,  nothing  is  left  but  to  believe  that 
we  see  here  only  the  partial  operation  of  a  higher 
lawj  that  we  witness  no  extinction,  but  simply 
migrations  of  the  mind;  which  survives  to  fulfil 
its  high  offices  elsewhere,  and  find  perhaps  in 
seeming  death  its  true  nativity. 

Then,  too,  let  us  consider  in  what  light  we 
should  see  the  character  of  God,  if  the  fall  of  the 
body  is  really  the  fall  of  the  soul ;  remembering 
that  he  has  put  into  the  hearts  of  most  men,  by 
intuition  or  ProAddential  suggestion,  a  di\dne  hope 
of  somethin":   future.     Turn   once   more  to   the 
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thought  of  that  burning  ship,  and  think  of  the 
memorial  sounds  that  went  up  thence  in  the  night 
to  God.  When  the  stars  came  out  the  first 
shriek  ascended;  two  hours  past  midnight  the 
last  was  drowned.  And  in  the  interA^al  did  a 
hundred  and  seventy  mortals  shiver  and  cry  to 
him  from  frost  and  flame,  with  faith  and  prayers 
of  various  and  unspeakable  contents, — the  cold 
heavens  looking  serenely  down,  and  gliding  on  as 
if  they  inclosed  nothing  but  peace.  And  what 
was  the  answer  of  the  hearer  of  prayer  to  that 
agony  of  despair?  Did  he  say,  as  no  man  or 
angel  would  have  done,  '  Down,  begone  for  ever 
into  darkness  !^  And  did  he  so  answer,  with  the 
full  knowledge  of  his  Omniscience,  that  many  a 
survivor  would  return  this  awful  frown  with  the 
sweetest  and  most  unconscious  smile  of  resigna- 
tion, hiding  her  mourning  head  with  him,  as  in 
the  bosom  of  a  Father  ?  Or,  put  yourselves  back 
into  the  presence  of  an  earlier  and  sublimer 
tragedy ;  remember  the  scene  on  Calvary,  with 
the  words  of  assured  hope  and  meek  supplication 
that  passed  there  from  liohest  lips  to  God.  When 
his  own  Christ  gave  the  tranquil  assurance,  '  This 
day  shalt  thou  be  with  me  in  Paradise,'  did  He 
who  inspired  that  promise,  and  alone  could  fulfil, 
overhear  it  with  secret  rejection  and  denial  ? 
When  the  fainting  utterance  exclaimed  with  most 
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loving  meaning,  '  It  is  finished/  did  the  ever-pre- 
sent Father  put  on  that  cry  a  dreadful  interpre- 
tation, and  '  make  an  end'  of  all  things  to  him — 
that  Son  of  God  ?  And  when  he  breathed  forth 
those  last  Avords,  *  Father,  into  thy  hands  I  commit 
my  spirit/  did  the  ^ill-merciful  refuse  the  trust, 
and  reply  to  that  pure  faith,  '  Take  away  thy  cry, 
for  mine  eye  shall  not  spare,  neither  will  I  hear 
with  mine  ear  T  Did  he  do  thus  to  the  Galilean, 
knowing  that,  night  and  morning,  friends  and 
followers  and  disciples  for  ages,  would  converse 
with  him  about  this  departed  one,  with  a  trustful 
hope,  which  he  had  thus  tm'ued  into  a  lie  ?  Were 
this  possible,  God  were  no  '  Father  of  Spirits/  to 
waste  and  mock  them  thus;  and  might  no  less 
fitly  be  termed  the  Destroyer  than  the  Creator ; 
and  every  good  man  might  feel  an  infinite  pity  for 
his  kind,  diviner  far  than  the  very  providence  of 
heaven. 

Thus,  if  the  celestial  hope  be  a  delusion,  we 
plainly  see  ivho  are  the  mistaken.  Not  the  mean 
and  grovelling  souls,  who  never  reached  to  so 
great  a  thought ;  — not  the  drowsy  and  easy  na- 
tures, who  are  content  "with  the  sleep  of  sense 
through  life,  and  the  sleep  of  darkness  ever  after ; 
not  the  selfish  and  pinched  of  conscience,  of  small 
thought  and  smaller  love  ;  no,  these  in  such  case 
are  right,  and  the  universe  is  on  their  miserable 
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scale.  The  deceived  are  the  great  and  holy,  ^yhom 
all  men,  aye  these  very  insignificants  themselves, 
revere;  the  men  who  have  lived  for  something 
better  than  their  happiness,  and  spent  themselves 
in  the  race,  or  fallen  at  the  altar,  of  human  good ; — 
Paul,  Avith  his  mighty  and  conquering  courage; 
yes,  Christ  himself,  who  vainly  sobbed  his  spirit 
to  rest  on  his  Father's  imaginary  love,  and  without 
result  commended  his  soul  to  the  Being  whom  he 
fancied  himself  to  reveal.  The  self-sacrifice  of 
Calvary  was  but  a  tragic  and  barren  mistake ;  for 
Heaven  disowns  the  godlike  prophet  of  Nazareth, 
and  takes  pai't  with  those  who  scoffed  at  him  and 
would  have  him  die ;  and  is  insensible  to  the 
divine  fitness  which  even  men  have  felt,  when  they 
either  recorded  the  supposed  fact,  or  invented  the 
beautiful  fiction,  of  Christ's  ascension.  "Whom  are 
we  to  revere,  and  what  can  we  believe,  if  the  in- 
spirations of  the  highest  of  created  natures  are 
but  cunningly-devised  fables  ? 

But  it  is  not  so  :  and  no  one  who  has  found 
true  guidance  of  heart  from  these  noblest  sons  of 
Heaven,  will  fear  to  stake  his  futurity,  and  the 
immortal  life  of  his  departed  friends,  on  their 
vaticinations.  These,  of  all  things  granted  to 
our  ignorance,  are  assui'cdly  most  like  the  hidden 
realities  of  God ;  which  may  be  greater,  but  will 
not  be  less,  than  prophets  and  seers  have  foretold^ 
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and  even  our  own  souls,  wlicii  gifted  Mith  highest 
uud  clearest  vision,  discern  as  truths  not  doubtful 
or  far  off.  In  this  hope  let  us  trust,  and  be  true 
to  the  toils  of  life  which  it  ennobles  and  cheers. 
Whoever  '  fights  the  good  fight'  shall  surely  *  keep 
the  faith  :'  for  God  reveals  the  secret  of  his  future 
will  to  those  who  Avorthily  do  it  in  the  present. 
This  is  oui'  proper  care.  Putting  ourselves  into 
his  hands,  and  living  in  submissive  harmony  with 
his  everlasting  laws,  let  us  'finish  our  course;' 
and  leave  it  to  him  to  take  us,  when  he  will, 
where  our  forerunners  are,  and  the  uufoldings  of 
his  ways  are  seen  with  open  eye. 


XIII. 

THE  COMMUNION  OF  SAINTS. 


Ephesians  II.  19. 

FELLOW-CITIZENS    WITH    THE    SAINTS,   AND    OF    THE    HOUSEHOLD 
OF  GOD. 

Society  becomes  possible  only  through  religion. 
Men  might  be  gregarious  without  it,  but  not 
social.  Instinct,  which  unites  them  in  detail, 
prevents  their  wider  combination.  Intellect  affords 
light  to  show  the  elements  of  union,  but  no  heat 
to  give  them  crystalline  form.  Self-will  is  pre- 
vailingly a  repulsive  poM  er,  and  often  disintegrates 
the  most  solid  of  human  masses.  Even  the  Moral 
Sentiment,  so  far  as  it  recognises  man  as  supreme, 
and  simply  tries  to  make  a  prudent  adjustment 
of  his  vehement  forces,  can  produce  among  a 
multitude  only  an  unstable  equilibrium,  liable 
every  moment  to  be  subverted  by  the  ever-shift- 
ing gravitation  of  the  passions.     Some  sense  of  a 
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Diviuc  Presence,  some  consciousuess  of  a  higher 
Law,  some  pressure  of  a  solemn  Necessity,  will 
be  found  to  have  preceded  the  organization  of 
eveiy  human  community,  and  to  have  gone  out 
and  perished  before  its  death.  There  is  great 
significance  in  the  tradition  which,  in  every  people 
of  apparently  aboriginal  civilization,  attributes  an 
inspired  character  to  their  first  Lawgiver,  and 
pronounces  their  subjection  to  moral  order  a  task 
which  only  the  force  of  Heaven  could  achieve. 
They  only  whose  voice  could  reach  the  sleeping 
tones  of  worship  in  the  hearts  of  men,  and  awaken 
some  deep  faith  and  allegiance,  could  so  deal  with 
their  wild  nature,  as  to  chain  the  savage  passions, 
and  set  free  the  nobler  will.  And  although,  in 
old  societies,  the  innumerable  fibres  of  govern- 
ment, of  usage,  of  established  ideas,  supply  a 
thousand  secondary  bonds,  which  seem  to  make 
the  mighty  growth  secure  as  the  forest  oak,  yet 
all  this  system  of  roots  has,  I  believe,  its  secret 
nutriment  from  the  devout  elements  of  a  nation's 
mind :  and  if  these  should  dry  up  in  any  Arctic 
.chill  of  doubt,  or  be  poisoned  by  any  Epicurean 
rot  of  indulgence,  it  would  silently  decay  within 
the  soil,  and  leave  the  fairest  tree  of  history,  first 
with  a  sickening  foliage,  and  soon  with  a  perished 
life.  The  most  compact  and  gigantic  machinery 
of  society, — as  experience  shows, — falls  to  pieces, 
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wherever    religious    and    moral    scepticism,    by 
paralyzing  faith   and  heroism  and  hope,  has  cut 
off  the  supply  of  spii*itual  power.     Rome,  at  the 
commencement  of  oiu'  era,  had  reached  the  utmost 
point  of  material  force  and  visible  magnificence  : 
her  organization  held  with  an  iron  grasp  the  con- 
tinents  of  Europe   and   the   East ;  her   military 
chain  spread  with  unbroken  links  from  Lebanon  to 
Gaul,  and  from  the  Caspian  to  the  ^thiopic  Nile ; 
her  wealth  and  arts  had   called  into  being  ten 
thousand  cities, — no  mean  imitations  of  her  own 
greatness;  her  institutions  had  diffused  a  universal 
repose,  and  the  energy  of  government  was  exer- 
cised with  a  rapidity  and  precision  never  surpassed. 
What   brought   a  power  thus  mighty, — a  power 
that  called  itself    '  eternal,' — to  its  dissolution  ? 
Shall  we  be  content  with  a  figure  of  speech,  and 
say  that  it  broke  asunder  from  its  excessive  mass  ? 
Apart  from  spiritual  decline  and  causes  of  moral 
disunion,  I  know  of  nothing  to  prevent  a  uniform 
civilization  from  reaching  the  most  enormous  bulk. 
Shall  we  refer  rather  to  external  dangers ;    and 
calhng  to  mind  the  tempest  of  barbarians  that 
*  roared  around  the  gates  of  the  empire, '  say  that 
it  perished  like  a  Mammoth,  in  a  di'ift  of  Northern 
snows  ?     Yet  with  far  less  imposing  resources,  she 
had  stood  up  and  lived  through  fiercer  storms. 
No;   the  stroke  was  not  of  war,  but  of  paralysis. 
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Tlic  lieart  of  religion  liad  ceased  to  beat :  tliehigh 
faith,  the  stern  disinterestedness,  the  sacred  lio- 
nonr  of  the  republic,  had  faded  into  tradition  :  the 
sanctities  of  life  were  disbelieved  even  in  the  nur- 
sery :  no  binding  sentiment  restrained  the  greedi- 
ness of  appetite  and  the  licentiousness  of  self-will : 
the  very  passions  with  whose  submission  alone 
society  can  begin,  broke  loose  again, — attended  by 
a  brood  of  artificial  and  parasitic  vices  that  spread 
the  dissolute  confusion.  Yet  it  was  not  that  the 
conditions  of  social  union  had  become  impossible. 
For  observe ;  in  the  midst  of  this  corruption,  in 
the  invisible  recesses  of  profligate  cities,  a  small 
point  of  fresh  young  life  is  abeady  to  be  discerned, 
like  the  bud  of  some  fair  growth  thrusting  up  its 
head  among  the  putrefying  leaves.  A  few  poor 
slaves  and  outcast  Hebrews  have  heard  the  di- 
vinest  whisper  borne  to  them  from  Palestine  ;  have 
discovered  by  it  that  inner  region  of  love  and  hope 
and  trust,  in  which  all  fraternity  of  heart  begins ; 
and  are  banded  together  with  a  spirit  that  soon 
speaks  out  and  prophecies  in  martyrdom.  While 
Rome  displayed  its  greatness  even  in  death,  and 
struggled  with  the  convulsions  of  a  giant,  the  in- 
fant faith  remained  unharmed;  healing  as  it  could, 
the  wounds  which  the  mad  world  sufi'ered ;  and 
like  a  fair  immortal  child,  winning  a  blessed  way 
bv  entrancing  the  souls  of  men  with  the  forgotten 
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vision  of  a  divine  simplicity  and  truth.  Christi- 
anity lias  ever  since  been  the  bond  of  European 
civiHzation :  and  should  its  spirit  ever  perish 
hence,  this  glorious  family  of  nations  will  be 
dissolved.  • 

Let  us  look,  with  more  detail,  into  some  of  the 
natural  groups  which  a  genuine  faith  can  form ; 
and  we  shall  find  nothing  incredible  in  its  strong 
combining  power. 

Worship  exhibits  its  uniting  principle  under  the 
sim^jlest  form,  in  the  sympathies  it  diffuses  among 
the  members  of  the  same  religious  assembly. 

It  is  universally  felt  that  devotion  must  some- 
times quit  the  solitude  of  the  cell,  forget  its  mere 
individual  wants,  and  speak  as  from  humanity's 
great  heart  to  God.  The  scruples  of  the  few  who 
liave  objected  to  social  piety  have  met  with  no  re- 
sponse ;  they  are  justly  regarded  as  the  eccentri- 
cities of  a  stiif  and  petty  rationalism,  that  will  not 
stir  without  a  literal  precept,  and  trusts  any  logical 
finger-post  (possibly  set  the  wrong  way  by  the  hu- 
mour of  some  sophistry),  rather  than  the  cardinal 
guidance  of  those  high  affections  which  are  in 
truth  the  imperishable  hghts  of  heaven.  To  this 
house  we  come,  my  friends,  drawn,  not  1)y  arbitrary 
command  which  we  fear  to  disobey;  not  by  self- 
interest,  temporal  or  spiritual,  which  we  deem  it 
prudent  to  consult ;  not,  I  trust,  from  dead  con- 
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vcntionalism,  that  brings  the  body  and  leaves  the 
soul ;  but  by  a  common  quest  of  some  holy  spirit 
to  penetrate  and  purify  our  life ;  by  a  common  de- 
sire to  quit  its  hot  and  level  dust^  and  from  its 
upland  slopes  o£  contemplation  inhale  the  serenity 
of  God ;  by  the  secret  sadness  of  sin,  that  can 
delay  its  confessions  and  bear  its  earthliness  no 
more  ;  by  the  deep  though  dim  consciousness,  that 
the  passing  weeks  do  not  leave  us  where  they  find 
us,  but  plant  us  within  nearer  distance,  and  give 
us  a  more  intimnte  view,  of  that  fathomless  eter- 
nity, wherein  so  many  dear  and  mortal  things  have 
dropped  from  our  imploring  eyes.     It  is  no  wonder 
that  in  meditations  solemn  as  these  we  love  and 
seek  each  other's  sympathy.     It  is  easy,  no  doubt, 
to  journey  alone  in  the  broad  sunshine  and  on 
the   beaten   highways  of  oui*  lot ;  but  over  the 
midnight  plain,  and  beneath  the  still  immensity  of 
darkness,  the  traveller  seeks  some  fellowship  for 
his   wanderings.     And  what  is  religion,  but  the 
midnight  hemisphere  of  life,  whose  vault  is  filled 
with  the  silence  of  God,  and  whose  everlasting 
stars,  if  giving  no  clear  light,  yet  fiU  the  soul  with 
dreams  of  immeasurable  glory  ?     It   will  be  an 
awful  thing  to  each  of  us  to  be  alone,  when  he 
takes  the  passage  from  the  mortal  to  the  immor- 
tal, and  is  borne  along, — with  unknown  time  for 
expectant  thought, — through  the  space  that  severs 
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earth  from  lieaven  :  and  till  then,  at  least,  we  will 
not  part,  but  speak  with  the  common  voice  of  sup- 
plicating trust  of  that  which  awaits  us  all. 

There  is  however  no  necessary  fellowship,  as  of 
saints,  in  the  mere  assembling  of  ourselves  together; 
but  only  in  the  true  and  simple  spirit  of  worship. 
All  these  occasions  of  devotion  assume  that  we 
have  already  some  affections  to  express ;  that  we 
have  discernment  of  the  divine  relations  of  our 
existence ;  that  we  have  souls  seeking  to  cry  out 
in  prayer,  and  waiting  to  lie  down  before  God  in 
tears.  The  services  of  this  place  are  quite  mistaken 
by  those  who  look  on  them  as  the  means  of 
obtaining  a  religion  non-existent  yet ;  who  see  in 
them  only  the  instruments  of  self-discipline ;  who 
perform  here  no  personal  act  of  the  mind,  but 
passively  wait  such  operation  as  may  befall  them ; 
or  who  assume  in  their  mental  offerings,  not  the 
desires  and  emotions  which  they  really  experience, 
but  those  instead  which  they  only  ought  to  feel, 
and  hope  to  realize  at  last  by  persevering  false 
profession.  The  lips  are  to  follow  the  heart  and 
cannot  lead  it :  and  we  are  here,  not  to  make  use 
of  God  for  the  sake  of  our  devotion,  but  to  pour 
forth  devoticm  for  the  sake  of  God.  Were  every 
one  in  a  Christian  assembly  to  be  all  the  while 
intent  on  his  own  improvement,  to  be  subordinating 
every  thing  to  his  own   case,  and  with   morbid 
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scrupulosity  to  be  prescribing  tbroughout  for  his 
own  temper,  there  woiihl  be  simply  no  proper 
worship  at  all :  there  would  be  not  the  least  union 
of  hearts :  each  would  sit  insulated  with  his  own 
separate  self,  and  would  be  more  naturally  placed 
in  a  soHtary  cell,  than  amid  an  unsocial  multitude  : 
there  would  be  none  of  that  sublime  ascent  of 
soul,  that  common  flight  of  love,  in  which  all 
individuality  is  lost,  all  personal  regards  absorbed, 
and  the  vision  of  Heaven  and  God  melts  the  many 
minds  and  many  voices  of  the  church  in  one.  O 
how,  Anthin  that  Presence  whose  intimacy  enfolds 
us  here,  can  we  ever  stay  outside  the  spirit  of 
worship,  and  perform  mere  conscientious  gestures 
of  the  mind,  and  act  a  part  even  with  ourselves 
alone  as  its  spectator  ?  Will  nothing  short  of  the 
death-plunge  into  eternity  steep  us  in  its  mystery, 
and  strip  off  the  spirit- wrappings  that  cover  us  from 
the  communion  of  God  ?  We  stand  here,  as  in 
heaven^s  last  resort  for  penetrating  to  the  earnest 
centre  of  our  nature  :  and  if  the  fountain  of  the 
secret  life  is  still  encased  and  does  not  flow,  no 
common  shock  can  break  the  icy  crust  that  binds 
it.  Think  only,  in  simplest  and  briefest  review,  of 
the  considerations  that  pass  before  us  at  our  meet- 
ing here.  At  this  hour  of  prayer,  when  we  stand 
within  the  reality  of  God,  and  face  to  face  behold 
his  awfulness,  and  tell  how  we  are  glad  at  all  his 
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graciousiiess ;  when  we  hear  the  sweet  voice  of 
Christ, — mellowed  and  deepened  as  it  floats  over 
eighteen  centuries  of  meaning, — saying  to  us,  as 
we  bend  beneath  the  weight  of  life,  '  Come  unto 
me,  ye  hea^y-laden ; '  when  we  own  the  shameful 
conquests  of  temptation,  and  repent  of  the  aban- 
doned strife,  and  rebuild  the  fallen  purpose  ;  when 
there  is  set  before  us  the  divine  dignity  of  existence, 
and  the  majesty  of  our  free-will,  and  the  high 
trust  pi  duty,  and  the  tranquil  power  of  faith  ; 
when  we  speak  together  of  our  dead,  and  memory 
beholds  their  solemn  forms  so  silent  in  the 
shadows  of  the  past;  when  we  remember  how^ 
even  while  we  think  it,  some  souls  are  surely 
passing  awaj^,  and  soon  we  too  shall  lay  the  burthen 
down  and  go;  when  as  from  the  brink  of  being, 
we  look  into  futurity,  and  the  true  voice  of  judg- 
ment falls  upon  the  ear,  startling  as  the  trump  of 
conscience  or  healing  as  the  symphonies  of  the 
blest ;  when  all  periods  of  life  assemble  before  the 
Everlasting  that  hath  no  age,  and  the  light  look 
of  the  child,  and  the  steady  features  of  manhood, 
and  the  shaking  head  of  age,  denote  their  several 
wants  and  prayers ;  when  the  tempted  comes  to 
seek  new  strength,  and  the  mourner  sees  his 
sorrows  from  a  higher  point,  and  the  anxious  is 
beguiled  into  a  loving  reliance,  and  the  contrite 
weeps  his  sin  and  distrusts  his  tears ; — at  such  an 
k2 
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hour,  if  tlie  disguises  fall  not  from  our  hearts,  and 
leave  us  a  disembodied  fraternity  of  souls  sending 
the  chorus  of  common  want  to  Heaven,  then 
indeed  are  we  slaves  to  the  earthly  life,  without 
that  enfranchisement  of  spirit,  that  makes  possible 
a  *  fellowship  of  saints,'  and  exalts  us  to  '  the 
household  of  God.' 

Where  however  a  pure  devotion  really  exists, 
the  fellowship  it  produces  spreads  far  beyond  the 
separate  circle  of  each  Christian  assembly.  A 
single  company  of  pious  men,  gathered  together 
from  among  a  race  that  could  not  worship,  would 
indeed  draw  close  their  mutual  sympathies  at  the 
expense  of  alienation  from  tlieir  kind.  But  it  is 
not  so.  We  are  brought  to  stand  side  by  side 
within  this  place  by  no  exclusive  propensity,  no 
whimsical  peculiarity  of  the  few :  the  impulse  is  of 
nature,  not  of  fancy ;  and  we  know  this  at  the 
moment  we  obey  it.  We  meet  with  the  remem- 
brance that  we  are  in  the  midst  of  brethren  who 
meet  too :  and  every  religious  society,  though 
physically  shut  in  by  its  sanctuarj^  walls,  kneels  in 
secret  consciousness  of  the  presence  of  kindred 
fraternities  without  number,  subdued  by  the  same 
sanctities,  and  pressing  to  the  same  end,  not  by 
human  agreement,  but  a  divine  consent.  As  every 
individual  in  a  place  of  prayer,  overhearing  the  like 
spontaneous  tones  from  many  souls  around  him, 
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cannot  but  deepen  the  fervour  of  his  own  ;  so  each 
assembly,  feeling  that  its  neighboui'hood  is  studded 
over  with  similar  groups  prostrate  in  adoration  like 
itself,  sends  to  Heaven  a  more  genial  and  humaner 
cry  ;  and  eveiy  neighbourhood,  mustering  to 
prayer,  thinks  of  the  busy  peals  from  clustered 
churches  that  cross  and  crowd  one  another  in  each 
distant  town,  or  the  single  quiet  chime  in  every 
village  of  the  land,  and  finds  in  the  thought  a 
gladder  and  a  kindlier  praise :  and  ever}^  land, 
aware  that  it  is  but  one  of  a  company  of  nations, 
federally  bound  of  God  by  irrepressible  aspirings  to 
himself,  chants  its  mighty  note  with  deeper  mean- 
ing, as  part  of  a  universal  symphony  heard  in  its 
unity  in  Heaven  alone.  Surely  it  is  a  glorious 
thing  to  call  up,  while  we  worship  here,  the  wide 
image  of  Christendom  this  day.  Turn  your 
thoughts  away  from  the  noisy  discord  of  sects ; 
believe  nothing  of  their  mutual  slanders ;  forgive 
the  occasional  weakness  of  superstition;  and  be 
not  angry  with  the  narrow  vision  of  earnest  con- 
viction that  can  see  nothing  but  its  own  truth  : 
and  far  beneath  the  superficial  divisions  created  ])y 
the  intellect,  see  in  the  sa1)bath  spectacle  of  the 
world,  evidence  of  a  deep  and  wide-spread  union  of 
hearts.  Could  we  be  bfted  up  above  this  sphere,  and 
look  down  as  it  rolls  beneath  this  day's  sun,  and 
catch  its  murmurs  as  they  rise,  should  we  not  behold 


108  THE  COMMUNION 

land  after  laud  turned  into  ti  Christian  sluine? 
Tlie  dawn^  that  summons  mortals  from  their  sleep, 
bears  them  to-day  a  new  and  sacred  message ; 
the  sun-beam  touches  the  gates  of  ten  thousand 
temples,  and  they  burst  open  to  receive  the  record 
of  countless  asjjirations  ;  the  morning  shoots  across 
the  desert  atmosphere  of  a  weary  world,  strikes  on 
the  stony  form  of  giant  humanity,  and  brings  out 
tones  of  celestial  music.  In  how  many  tongues, 
by  what  various  voices,  with  what  measureless 
intensity  of  love,  is  the  name  of  Christ  breathed 
forth  to-day !  What  cries  of  penitence,  what 
accents  of  trust,  what  plaints  of  earnest  desire, 
pass  away  to  God  !  "What  an  awful  array  of  faces 
that  gaze  forth  into  immortality  with  various 
look  of  terror  or  of  love  !  The  vows  and  prayers 
whose  millions  crowd  the  gates  of  mercy  no 
recording  Angel  could  tell,  but  only  the  infinite 
memory  of  God.  Of  how  glorious  a  church,  then, 
are  we  members  when  we  kneel  within  this  place  ! 
in  how  solemn  an  act  do  we  take  our  part !  with 
how  sublime  a  brotherhood  do  we  own  our  fellow- 
ship ! 

But  our  worship  here  brings  us  into  yet  nobler 
connexions.  It  unites  us  by  a  chain  of  closest 
sympathy  with  past  generations.  In  our  helps  to 
faith  and  devotion  in  this  place,  we  avail  ourselves 
of  the  thought  and  piety  of  many  extinct  ages. 
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We  reverently  read  those  ancient  scriptures, 
wliicli  have  gathered  around  them  the  trust,  and 
procured  the  heart-felt  repose,  of  so  many  tribes 
and  periods,  since  prophets  and  apostles  first  gave 
them  forth.  We  sing  the  hymns  which  a  goodly 
company  of  pious  men  have  left  as  the  record  of 
their  communion  with  Heaven.  And  it  is  im- 
possible to  look  at  the  consecrated  names  of  those 
'sweet  singers^  of  Christendom,  without  feeling 
ennobled  by  their  communion,  and  even  as- 
tonished at  our  sympathy  w'ith  them.  Do 
not  we,  the  living,  take  up,  in  adoration  and 
prayer,  the  thoughts  of  the  dead,  and  feel  them 
divinely  true?  Do  they  not  come  forth,  as  if 
fresh-coined  from  our  own  hearts  ?  Indeed,  could 
we  ourselves  so  faithfully  utter  the  consciousness 
of  our  inner  being,  or  shape  so  interpreting  a 
voice  for  our  secret  life  ?  What  an  impressive 
testimony  this  to  the  sameness  of  our  nature 
through  every  age,  and  the  immortal  perseverance 
of  its  holier  affections  !  The  language  of  their 
confessions,  their  struggles,  their  desires,  speaks 
our  own  :  the  light  that  gladdened  them,  shines 
now  upon  our  hearts;  and  the  mists  they  could 
not  penetrate,  brood  now  upon  our  path.  There 
is  the  choice  minstrel  of  Israel,  true  alike  to  the 
spirit  of  mourning  or  of  joy;  there  are  the  vener- 
able fathers  of  the  ancient  church,  whose  vespers. 
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chanted  centuries  ago,  will  suit  this  night  as  well ; 
there  is  the  adamantine  yet  genial  Luther,  telling, 
with  the  severity  of  an  eye-witness,  the  awfuluess 
of  judgment;  there  is  the  noble  Milton,  breathing 
his  sweet  and  rugged  music  out  of  darkness; 
there  is  the  afflicted  Cowper,  sending  out  the 
tenderest  strains  from  his  benighted  spirit :  with 
an  attendant  multitude  of  the  faithful, — the  con- 
fessor, the  exile,  the  missionary, — a  chorus  of 
sublime  voices,  with  which  it  is  a  sacred  privilege 
to  be  in  harmony.  And  these  are  not  merely  the 
accents  of  the  past,  but  the  anthem  of  the  sainted 
dead, — the  strains  of  immortals  that  look  back 
upon  their  toils,  and  behold  us  singing  their  songs 
of  sadness  here,  while  they  have  already  learned 
the  melodies  of  everlasting  joy.  Blessed  com- 
munion of  earth  with  Heaven  !  making  us  truly 
one  family,  below,  above  ;  and  rendering  us  fel- 
low-citizens with  the  saints,  and  of  the  very 
housebold  of  God  ! 

And  soon  we  too  shall  drop  tbe  note  of  earthly 
aspiration,  and  join  that  upper  anthem  of  diviner 
love.  The  hour  cometh,  when  we  shall  cease  the 
mournful  cry  with  which  earth  must  ever  pray  to 
Heaven,  and  grief  ask  pity  to  its  tears,  and  the 
tempted  call  for  help  in  the  crisis  of  danger,  and 
the  labouring  Will  implore  a  freshened  strength. 
Exiles  as  yet  from  the  spirit  of  unanxious  joy,  we 
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catch  but  the  echoes  of  that  heavenly  peace^  and 
yield  response  but  faint  and  low.  Yet  even  now  the 
free  heart  of  the  happy  and  triumphant  shall  be 
ours^  in  proportion  as  we  are  true  to  the  condition 
of  faithful  service,  which  alone  can  make  us  one 
with  them.  The  communion  of  saints  brings  to 
us  their  conflict  first,  their  blessings  afterwards ; 
those  who  will  not  with  much  patience  strive  with 
the  e^il,  can  have  no  dear  fellowship  with  the 
good ;  we  must  weep  their  tears,  ere  we  can  wiji 
their  peace.  This  sorrowful  condition  once  ac- 
cepted, the  sympathies  of  Heaven  are  not  slow  to 
arise  within  the  soul :  it  is  the  tension  of  sacred 
toil,  that  on  the  touch  of  every  breath  of  life 
brings  music  from  the  chords  of  love.  And  then 
the  tone  that  here  sinks  in  the  silence  of  death, 
shall  there  swell  into  an  immortal's  fuller  praise. 
We  shall  leave  it  to  others  to  take  up  the  suppli- 
cating strain ;  shall  join  the  emancipated  brother- 
hood of  the  departed ;  and  in  oiir  turn  look  down 
on  the  outstretched  hands  of  our  children,  waiting 
our  welcome  and  embrace.  O  !  may  the  Great 
Father,  in  his  own  fit  time,  unite  in  one  the 
parted  family  of  Heaven  and  earth  ! 
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XIV. 

CHEIST'S  TREATMENT  OE  GUILT. 


Luke  v.  8. 
depart  from  me  ;  for  i  am  a  sinful  man,  o  lord  ! 

When  Simeon^  on  the  verge  of  life,  uttered  his 
parting  hymn  within  the  temple,  he  told  Mary, 
with  the  infant  Jesus  in  his  arms,  that,  by  that 
child,  Hhe  thoughts  of  many  hearts  should  be 
revealed/  Never  was  prophecy  more  true;  nor 
ever  perhaps  the  mission  of  our  religion  more 
faithfully  defined.  For  wherever  it  has  spread,  it 
has  operated  like  a  new  and  di\iner  conscience  to 
the  world ;  imparting  to  the  human  mind  a  pro- 
founder  insight  into  itself;  opening  to  its  con- 
sciousness fresh  powers  and  better  aspirations ; 
and  penetrating  it  with  a  sense  of  imperfection,  a 
concern  for  the  moral  frailties  of  the  will,  charac- 
teristic of  no  earlier  age.  The  spirit  of  religious 
penitence,  the  solemn  confession  of  unfaithfulness, 
the   prayer   for  mercy,    are   the   growth   of  our 


204  Christ's  treatment 

nature  trained  in  the  school  of  Christ.  The  pure 
image  of  his  mind,  as  it  has  passed  from  land  to 
land,  has  taught  men  more  of  their  own  hearts 
than  all  the  ancient  aphorisms  of  self-knowledge ; 
has  inspired  more  sadness  at  the  evil,  more  noble 
hope  for  the  good  that  is  hidden  there  :  and  has 
placed  within  reach  of  even  the  ignorant,  the 
neglected,  and  the  young,  severer  principles  of 
self-scrutiny  than  philosophy  had  ever  attained. 
The  radiance  of  so  great  a  sanctity  has  deepened 
the  shades  of  conscious  sin.  The  savage  convert, 
who  before  knew  nothing  more  sacred  than  re- 
venge and  war,  is  brought  to  Jesus,  and,  as  he 
listens  to  that  voice,  feels  the  stain  of  blood  grow- 
ing distinct  upon  his  soul.  The  voluptuary,  never 
before  disturbed  from  his  self-indulgence,  comes 
within  the  atmosphere  of  Christ's  spirit ;  and  it  is 
as  if  a  gale  of  heaven  fanned  his  fevered  brow, 
and  convinced  him  that  he  is  not  in  health.  The 
ambitious  priest,  revohing  plans  for  using  men's 
passions  as  tools  of  his  aggrandisement,  starts  to 
find  himself  the  disciple  of  one  "who,  when  the 
people  would  have  made  him  king,  fled  direct  to 
solitude  and  prayer.  The  froward  child  blushes  to 
think  how  little  there  is  in  him  of  the  infant 
meekness  which  Jesus  praised;  and  feels  that, 
had  he  been  there,  he  must  have  missed  the  bene- 
diction, or,  more  bitter  still,  have  wept  to  know  it 
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misapplied.  NaVj  so  deep  and  solemn  did  the 
sense  of  guilt  become  under  the  influence  of 
Christian  thoughts^  that  at  length  the  overbur- 
thened  heart  of  fervent  times  could  endure  the 
weight  no  longer  :  the  Confessional  arose,  to  re- 
heve  it  and  restore  a  periodic  peace ;  and  it 
became  the  chief  object  of  the  widest  sacerdotal 
order  which  the  world  has  ever  seen,  to  soothe 
the  sobs,  and  listen  to  the  whispered  record,  of 
human  penitence.  Cities,  too,  as  if  conscious  of 
their  corruption,  bid  the  silent  minster  rise  amid 
their  streets,  Mhere,  instead  of  the  short  daily  or 
sabbath  service,  unceasing,  eternal  orisons  might 
be  said  for  sin ;  where  the  door  might  open  to  the 
touch  all  day,  and  the  lamp  be  seen  beneath  the 
vault  by  night,  and  the  passer  by,  caught  by  the 
low  chant,  might  be  tempted  to  interrupt  the 
chase  of  vanity  without,  for  the  peace  of  prayer 
within.  And  so,  in  every  ancient  village  church 
of  Europe,  there  is  a  corner  that  has  been  moist- 
ened with  the  burning  tears  of  many  generations, 
and  witness  to  the  confessions  and  griefs  that 
prove  the  children's  conscience  and  affections  to 
be  such  as  their  Fathers'  were :  and  the  cathedi-al 
aisle,  emblem  of  the  mighty  heart  of  Christendom, 
has  for  centuries  been  swelled  with  the  jilaint  of  a 
repentant  music,  shedding  its  sighs  aloft  into  the 
spire,  as  if  to  reach  and  kiss  the  feet  of  God.     In 
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private  dwellings,  too,  from  tlie  hearts  of  parents 
and  of  children,  every  morning  and  evening  for 
ages  past  has  seen  many  sad  and  lowly  prayers 
ascend.  Every  where  the  Christian  mind  pro- 
claims its  need  of  mercy,  and  bends  beneath  the 
ojipression  of  its  guilt ;  and  since  Jesus  began  to 
'  reveal  the  thoughts  of  many  hearts,'  Christen- 
dom, with  clasped  hands,  has  fallen  at  his  feet 
and  cried,  '  We  are  sinful  men,  O  Lord  ! ' 

In  nurturing  this  sentiment,  in  producing  this 
solemn  estimate  of  moral  e\al  and  quick  percep- 
tion of  its  existence,  the  religion  of  Christ  does 
but  perpetuate  the  influence  of  his  personal  mi- 
nistry, and  give  prominence,  on  the  theatre  of  the 
world,  to  the  feature  which  singularly  distingmshed 
his  Hfe,  viz.  his  treatment  of  the  guilty.  It  is  as  if 
he  dwelt  among  us  still,  and  we  saw  him  vexed 
aud  saddened  by  our  evil  passions,  and  travelled 
with  him  on  the  way,  and  felt  his  eye  of  gentle- 
ness and  purity  upon  our  homes,  and  he  told  us 
that  '  we  know  not  what  spmt  we  are  of,'  and  by 
these  very  words  caused  us  to  know  it  instantly. 
Nor  can  we  obtain  any  juster  and  deeper  impres- 
sions of  the  temptations  of  life,  and  the  tendencies 
of  all  wrong  desires,  than  by  seizing  that  view  of 
moral  evil  which  dictated  the  mercies  and  the 
severities  of  his  lips  and  life. 

He  lived  amid  dark  passions  and  in  evil  days. 
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Profligates  and  outcasts  were  near  him  :  the  am- 
bitious and  ignorant  were  his  disciples :  hypocrites 
conspired  against  him  ;  and  treachery  M'as  ready 
to  be  their  tool.  He  had  to  encounter  malignant 
designs  directed  against  himself,  and  selfish  arts 
of  delusion  practised  on  the  people ;  to  deal  at 
one  time  with  the  despised  but  afiectionate  peni- 
tent ;  at  another,  with  recently-detected  shame ; 
and  again,  with  artifice  and  insincere  pretension 
hardened  into  system,  and  administered  by  esta- 
blished authority.  And  in  all  is  visible  the  same 
spirit  of  blended  sanctity  and  humanity,  adapting 
itself,  with  versatile  power,  to  every  emergency. 

The  guilty  passions  of  his  countrymen  con- 
tinually approached  himself.  They  haunted  his 
whole  ministry,  and  hated  him  as  soon  as  dis- 
ciples began  to  love.  They  mixed  with  the  mul- 
titudes whom  he  taught  upon  the  hills  :  and  he 
saw  their  evil  eye  peering  on  him  and  watching 
his  words  from  amid  the  throngs  that  flocked 
round  him  in  the  temple.  But  they  never  em- 
barrassed the  flow  of  his  dignified  utterance,  or 
fluttered  his  spirit  with  a  moment's  resentment. 
On  occasion  of  the  Feast  of  Tabernacles, — that 
annual  jubilee  of  Jerusalem's  heart,  when  the 
trees  were  robbed  of  their  branches  to  turn  the 
streets  into  an  olive-ground,  and  make  the  city  as 
verdant  as  the  hills, — all  was  done  that  enmity 
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could  effect,  to  overcast  his  share  of  the  national 
joy,  to  silence  his  teachings  to  the  wondering 
people,  and  stop  his  efforts  to  extract  from  the 
picturesque  and  festive  rites  some  lesson  of  gladder 
tidings  and  deeper  wisdom.  He  saw  amid  the 
crowd  the  officers  sent  to  take  him,  the  wily  steps 
and  hesitating  wills  with  which  they  tracked  his 
wanderings  over  the  temple  courts,  the  mutual 
whispers  dropping  into  fixed  attention  with  which 
they  listened  to  him  here  and  there.  He  stepped 
forward,  and  they  recoiled,  as  he  told  them,  with 
an  air  of  divinest  quietude,  that  he  should  be 
there  yet  longer,  but  no  hand  would  touch  him, 
and  then  he  should  be  sequestered  in  a  place  which 
their  violence  could  not  reach.  And  there,  day 
after  day,  they  saw  him  still  gladdening  attentive 
hearts,  and  felt  him  subduing  their  own,  so  that 
again  and  again  they  ceased  to  be  his  enemies 
and  became  his  followers  :  till  on  the  last  great 
day,  they  beheld  him  standing  aloft  on  the 
precipitous  edge  of  Moriah's  rock,  watching  the 
procession  that  climbed  with  the  water-bowl  fi'om 
Siloam's  stream  below,  and  as  it  entered  with  its 
pure  libation,  heard  him  pronounce  that  solemn 
invitation,  '  If  any  man  thirst,  let  him  come  unto 
me  and  drink  of  living  waters.'  They  returned, 
and  the  attestation  burst  from  their  lips,  '  Never 
man  spake  like  this  man.' 
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Nor  was  it  merely  that  lie  regarded  tliese  men 
as  the  poor  menials  of  others'  designs, — hirelings 
of  guiltier  men.  For  the  same  impersonal  tran- 
quillity appears  when  he  is  in  contact  with  the 
original  agents,  who  endeavoured  to  crush  his 
cause,  and  actually  compassed  his  death.  What- 
ever the  agony  of  Gethsemane  may  have  been,  it 
was  no  agonj^  of  resentment :  the  controversy  of 
that  bitter  Jiour  was  with  the  Father  whom  he 
loved,  not  with  enemies  whom  he  feared.  Indeed, 
the  nearer  these  enemies  came,  the  more  did  the 
serene  power  of  his  spirit  rise.  After  those  con- 
vulsive prayers  which  had  pierced  the  midnight, 
it  seemed  as  if  angel-thoughts  had  stolen  in  to 
strengthen  him.  At  the  moment  when  the  tramp 
of  feet  was  first  heard  upon  the  bridge  of  Kedron, 
and  the  torches,  as  they  passed,  flashed  upon  its 
rapid  waters,  he  was  prostrate  in  a  devotion  from 
which  tears  and  struggles  had  now  passed  away. 
When,  later  still,  the  hum  of  approaching  voices 
became  distinct,  and  the  lights  gleamed  nearer 
and  nearer  through  the  trees,  he  was  bending 
over  his  waking  disciples,  who  overheard  him 
breathing  the  wish,  that  they  could  indeed  sleep 
on  througii  the  severities  of  that  dreadful  day, 
and  be  saved  from  the  faithless  desertion,  the 
memory  of  which  would  be  ever  bitter.  And 
when  at  length  the  armed  band  confronts  them, 


210  Christ's  treatment 

and  he  startles  them  by  stepping  forth  in  answer 
to  his  name  ;  Avhen  the  kiss  of  betrayal  has  been 
given,  and  the  momentary  affray  which  Peter 
had  challenged  has  been  stopped  by  his  healing 
power;  when  all  are  moving  from  the  place  with 
sullen  haste, — the  priests,  doubtless,  eager  to  be 
back  within  the  city  before  it  can  be  discovered 
by  what  nocturnal  exploit  they,  the  conservators 
of  law  and  right,  have  sullied  their  dignity, — 
Jesus  dives  at  once  into  their  conscience,  flurried 
already  with  fear  and  guilt,  and  asks,  why  such 
holy  men,  whom  often  he  has  seen  listening  to 
his  daily  teachings,  should  choose  so  ruffian  a 
way,  and  so  strange  an  hour,  for  a  deed  of 
public  justice  ?  Throughout  the  scenes  which 
followed,  you  well  know  how  Jesus  maintained 
the  same  majestic  and  unruffled  spirit;  seeming 
nobler  with  every  indignity,  and  of  prompter  self^ 
forgetfulness  with  every  added  suffering ;  yet 
visibly  agitating  every  party  before  whom  he  was 
brought,  Avith  the  consciousness  of  crime  and 
horror  in  the  transactions  of  which  he  was  the 
forgiving  victim.  Look  where  we  may,  it  is  clear 
that  resentment  had  not  the  faintest  share  in 
Christ's  feelings  towards  wrong  :  that  it  was 
directed  against  himself,  afforded  no  inducement 
for  a  severer  or  more  excited  estimate  of  its 
enormity.     He  put  it  at  a  distance  from  him  :  its 


OF  GUILT.  211 

relations  to  its  authors  and  to  others  impressed 
hitn  more  than  the  suffering  it  brought  upon 
himself :  and  every  one  must  perceive  that  his  eye 
is  fixed,  not  on  its  cruelty,  but  on  its  awfulness, 
its  blindness,  its  guilt. 

Yet  did  our  Lord  give  no  sanction  to  the  morbid 
doctrine  of  a  sentimental  fatalism,  which  forbids  us 
ever  to  be  angry  Avith  the  wicked,  talks  whiningly 
of  our  common  frailty,  draws  au  immoral  comfort 
from  God^s  way  of  educing  good  from  evil,  and 
comprises  all  possible  cases  of  duty  to  wrong- 
doers under  one  formula,  ^Pity  and  forgive.^  In 
nothing  do  we  notice  the  depth  and  truth  of  his 
moral  perception  more  clearly  than  in  his  different 
treatment  of  vice  in  its  several  forms  and  stages. 
When  he  comes  before  '  Scribes  and  Pharisees, 
Hyjiocrites,^  we  do  not  hear  the  tones  of  forgive- 
ness, the  pleadings  of  the  mild  apologist  for  human 
infirmity,  the  effeminate  offer  of  a  futile  pity.  He 
pours  forth  an  intense  stream  of  natural  indigna- 
tion, and  blights  them  with  the  flash  of  a  terrible 
invective ;  he  tears  the  veil  from  every  foul  pur- 
pose, and  with  severe  justice  brands  every  deed 
with  its  own  black  name.  Here,  exposure,  not 
compassion,  is  the  proper  impulse  and  duty  of  a 
noble  mind  :  for  the  people  must  be  deluded  no 
more,  their  reason  perplexed  with  wretched 
quibbles,  and  their  too-trusting  conscience   cor- 
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rupted  by  the  sophistries  of  sin.  It  were  poor 
geuerosit}^^  from  tenderness  to  a  selfish  faction,  to 
let  the  good  heart  of  a  nation  die.  Nay,  even  for 
these  deceivers  themselves,  this  expression  of  moral 
anger  was  precisely  the  most  salutary  appeal.  For 
it  echoed  the  secret  sentence  of  their  own  hearts, 
with  which  compassion  would  have  been  altogether 
discordant.  The  self-condemnation,  only  whispered 
before,  it  sent  in  thunder  through  tljeir  hollow 
souls ;  bringing  many  a  hearer  to  tremble  at  the 
shock,  who  would  have  scoffed  at  pity  as  a  weak 
and  puling  thing.  This  principle,  of  simply  giving 
voice  to  the  present  sentiments  of  the  conscience, 
and  administering  the  feelings  for  which  its  natural 
justice  was  making  a  demand,  Jesus  appears  intui- 
tively to  have  followed  in  all  his  dealings  with  the 
vicious.  When  he  reclined  at  the  table  of  the 
Pharisee,  and  shocked  him  by  allowing  a  woman 
who  had  been  a  sinner  to  find  admission  on  the 
plea  of  discipleship,  and  the  new  reverential  affec- 
tions of  her  nature  broke  forth  in  passionate  grati- 
tude, he  gave  no  check  and  no  rebuke,  nor  simply 
a  cautious  sanction.  The  convictions  which  rebuke 
serves  to  awaken,  were  already  there  :  to  reproach 
would  be  to  crush  the  fallen  :  she  had  discovered 
the  depth  of  her  misery,  and  yearned  for  the  pro- 
found compassion  suited  to  so  great  a  woe :  Jesus 
knew  that  one  who  had  been  stricken  by  a  love  so 
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pure  and  penitential  as  hers,  needed  only  to  have 
that  love  fostered  and  trained  to  act;  and  so, 
casting  himself  with  a  bold  faith  on  the  capacities 
of  a  truly  melted  soul,  he  declared  her  sins 
forgiven.  But  where  again  no  such  penitence 
appeared,  and  the  resort  to  him  was  not  sponta- 
neous, but  compulsory,  as  in  the  case  of  the  woman 
taken  in  adultery,  he  observed  a  striking  neutrality 
of  treatment.  '  To  a  mind  heated  with  so  dreadful 
and  public  a  shame,  to  administer  reproach  would 
be  cruelty,  to  give  consolation  would  be  danger ; 
and  he  simply  wards  off  the  savage  penalties  of  the 
law,  and  turns  all  his  direct  dealings  upon  her  foul 
and  sanctimonious  informers.  Their  conscience 
persuades  them  that  he  knows  their  secret  history, 
and  they  skulk  away,  the  accused  instead  of  the 
accusers  ;  while  on  the  people  that  stand  by  is  im- 
pressed the  awful  truth,  that  sinners  are  not  fit  to 
judge  of  sin.  The  blindness  which  is  induced  by 
all  deliberate  injury  to  our  moral  nature,  and  which 
thickens  its  film  as  the  habit  grows,  is  one  of  the 
most  appalling  expressions  of  the  justice  of  God. 
Moral  evil  is  the  only  thing  in  his  creation  of 
which  it  is  decreed,  that  the  more  we  are  familiar 
with  it,  the  less  shall  we  know  of  it.  The  mind 
that  is  rich  in  holiness  and  the  humanities,  appre- 
ciates every  temptation,  computes  the  force  of 
every  passion,    and   discerns   the  degradation  of 
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every  vice,  with  a  precision  and  clearuesa  unkno'O'n 
to  the  adept  in  Mrong.  When  that  wretched 
woman  stood  alone  and  confounded  before  Christ, 
how  little  did  she  know  of  her  own  abased  and 
abject  mind,  how  much  less  of  the  majestic  being 
before  her,  Avhose  steady  eye,  as  it  looked  upon 
her,  she  could  not  meet !  yet  how  vividly,  and  with 
what  results  of  considerate  yet  cautious  sympathy, 
did  the  disorder  of  her  moral  nature  present  itself 
to  him  who  knew  no  defilement !  Like  the  pure 
and  silent  stars  that  look  do^^Ti  by  niglit  upon  the 
foulness  and  the  din  of  cities,  his  heavenly  spirit 
gazed  dii'ect  into  the  turbid  hiding-places  of  sin. 
He  saw  it  indeed,  simply  as  it  will  see  itself  in 
retrospect ;  not  perhaps  any  retrospect  in  this  life ; 
but  such  as  may  be  inevitaljle,  when  the  exchange 
of  worlds  takes  place ;  when  the  ui'gency  of  pursuit 
and  the  distractions  of  amusement  shall  have 
ceased,  and  left  us  alone  with  our  characters  and 
our  God ;  when,  one  order  of  employments  being 
ended,  and  the  other  not  yet  commenced,  there 
comes  the  appointed  pause  for  thought  and  judg- 
ment :  and  having  waved  the  last  adieu,  we  flit 
away  along  that  noiseless  journey,  on  which  we 
bear  with  us  only  the  memory  of  the  Past,  to 
knock  at  the  awful  gates  of  the  unopened  Future. 

What  that  retrospect  may  be,  it  is  fearful,  but  not 
impossible,  to  think.     To  aid  the  thought,  it  has 
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been  remarked  by  one  of  the  most  distinguislied 
physical  philosophers  of  our  own  day,  that  no  at- 
mospheric vibration  ever  becomes  extinct ;  that  the 
pulses  of  speech^  when  they  have  done  their  work 
and  become  to  our  ear  inaudible,  pass  in  waves 
away,  but  wander  still,  reflected  hither  and  thi- 
ther, through  the  regions  of  the  air  eternally.  He 
conceives  that,  as  the  atmosphere  comprises  still 
within  itself  the  distinct  trace  of  every  sound  im- 
pressed on  any  portion  of  it, — as  thus  the  record 
indestructibly  exists, — we  have  only  to  suff'er  a 
change  of  position,  and  receive  the  endo^^•ment  of 
an  acuter  sense,  to  hear  again  every  idle  word  that 
we  have  spoken,  and  every  sigh  that  we  have 
caused.  The  truth  is,  that  already,  and  within 
the  limits  of  our  mental  nature,  there  is  a  power 
that  will  effect  all  this ;  it  is  fully  within  the  scope 
of  our  natural  faculties  of  association  and  memory. 
It  may  be  doubted  whether  any  idea  once  in  the 
mind  is  ever  lost,  and  past  recal :  it  may  drop, 
indeed,  into  the  gulpli  of  forgotten  things  and  the 
waves  of  successive  thought  roll  over  it ;  but  there 
are  in  nature  possible  and  even  inevitable  convul- 
sions which  may  displace  the  waters,  heave  up  the 
deep,  and  disentomb  whatever  may  be  fair  or 
hideous  there.  There  needs  only  that  associated 
objects  should  be  presented,  and  the  whole  past, 
its  most  tri^dal  features  even, — the  remnant  of  a 
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school-boy  task  or  the  mere  snatches  of  a  dream, 
— uill  rise  up  to  view.  Make  hut  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  scenes  of  your  early  days^  when  more  than 
half  of  life  is  gone ;  wander  again  over  the  peace- 
ful fields,  and  stand  on  the  brink  of  the  yet 
gliding  stream,  that  were  the  witnesses  of  youthful 
sports  and  cares ;  and  are  they  not  the  records  of 
them  too  ?  Does  not  remembrance  seem  inspired 
and  commissioned  to  render  back  the  dead  ?  And 
do  they  not  come  crowding  on  your  sense, — faces 
and  voices,  and  moving  shapes,  and  the  tones  of 
bells,  and  the  very  feelings  too  which  these  things 
awakened  once  ?  It  is  remarkable  how  slight  a 
suggestion  is  occasionally  sufficient  to  bring  back 
vast  trains  of  emotion.  There  are  cases  in  which 
some  particular  function  of  the  memory  acquires 
an  exquisite  sensibility  :  and  usually,  as  if  God 
would  warn  us  what  must  happen  when  our 
moral  nature  is  divorced  from  the  physical,  it  is 
the  memory  of  conscience  that  maintains  this 
preternatural  watch.  In  many  an  hospital  of 
mental  disease  (as  it  is  called)  you  have  doubtless 
seen  a  melancholy  being,  pacing  to  and  fro  with 
rapid  strides,  and  lost  to  CA-ery  thing  around ; 
wringing  his  hands  in  incommunicable  suflFering, 
and  letting  fall  a  low  mutter  rising  quickly  into 
the  shrill  cry  ;  his  features  cut  with  the  graver  of 
sharp  anguish ;  his  eyelids  drooping  (for  he  never 
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sleeps),  and  slioweriug  ever  scalding  tears.  It  is 
the  maniac  of  remorse;  possibly  indeed  made 
wretched  by  merely  imaginary  crimes;  but  just  as 
possibly  maddened  by  too  true  a  recollection,  and 
what  the  world  would  esteem  too  scrupulous  a 
conscience.  Listen  to  him,  and  you  will  often  be 
surprised  into  fresh  pity,  to  find  how  seemingly 
slight  are  the  offences, — injuries  perhaps  of  mere 
unripened  thought, — which  feed  the  fires,  and 
whirl  the  lash,  of  this  incessant  woe.  He  is  the 
dread  type  of  Hell.  He  is  absolutely  sequestered 
(as  any  mind  may  be  hereafter),  incarcerated 
alone  with  his  memories  of  sin ;  and  that  is  all. 
He  is  unconscious  of  objects  and  unaware  of  time, 
and  every  guilty  soul  may  find  itself,  likewise, 
standing  alone  in  a  theatre  peopled  with  the  col- 
lected images  of  the  ills  that  he  hath  done;  and, 
turn  where  he  may,  the  features  he  has  made  sad 
with  grief,  the  eyes  he  has  lighted  with  passion, 
the  infant  faces  he  has  suffused  wnth  needless 
tears,  stare  upon  him  with  insufferable  fixedness. 
And  if  thus  the  Past  be  truly  indestructible;  if 
thus  its  fragments  may  be  regathered ;  if  its 
details  of  evil  thought  and  act  may  be  thus 
brought  together,  and  fused  into  one  big  agony, — 
why,  it  may  be  left  to  '  fools '  to  '  make  a  mock 
at  sin.' 

VOL.  I.  L 
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THE  STRENGTH  OF  THE  LONELY. 
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behold,  the  hour  cometh,  yea,  is  now  come,  that  ye 
shall  be  scattered,  every  man  to  his  own,  and  shall 
leave  me  alone  :  and  yet  i  am  not  alone,  because 
the  father  is  with  me. 

The  different  degrees  of  self-reliance  felt  by  diffe- 
rent minds  occasion  some  of  the  most  marked 
diversities  in  the  moral  characters  of  men.  There 
is  a  species  of  dependence  upon  others,  altogether 
distinct  from  empty-minded  imitation ;  implying 
no  incapacity  of  thought,  no  imbecility  of  judg- 
ment, but  often  connected  with  the  best  attributes 
of  genius  and  the  choicest  fruits  of  cultivation. 
It  is  a  tendency  which  has  its  root  in  the  sensitive, 
not  in  the  intellectual  part  of  our  nature ;  and 
grows,  not  from  the  shallowness  of  the  reason,  but 
from  the  depth  of  the  affections.  It  arises  indeed 
from  a  disproportion  between  these  two  depart- 
ments of  the  mind  ;  and  would  disappear,  if  force 
l2 
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were  cither  added  to  tlie  understanding,  or  de- 
ducted from  the  fcehugs.  It  is  the  dependence  of 
an  affectionate  mind,  capable,  it  may  be,  of  mani- 
festing great  power,  but  trembling  to  feel  itself 
alone ; — of  a  mind  that  has  a  natural  affinity  for 
syrapath}',  and  cannot  endure  its  loss  or  its  post- 
ponement ;  but,  on  whatever  course  of  thought  or 
action  the  faculties  may  launch  forth,  finds  them 
insensibly  tending  towards  it  for  shelter.  This 
temper  is  not  to  be  confounded  with  tlie  vulgar 
and  selfish  craving  after  applause,  that  has  no  test 
of  truth  and  right  but  the  voice  of  a  multitude, 
.  and  will  sell  its  conscience  to  buy  off  a  frown. 
The  feeling  to  which  I  refer  cares  not  for  numbers 
or  for  praise ;  it  deprecates  nothing  but  jDcrfect 
solitude.  It  has  but  one  reservation  in  its  pursuit 
of  truth  and  reverence  for  duty ;  that  they  shall 
not  drift  it  away  from  every  human  support. 
Place  near  it  some  one  approving  and  fraternal 
heart,  and  its  self-respect  rises  at  once;  it  can 
listen  unabashed  to  scorn ;  it  can  stand  up  against 
a  menace  with  dignity ;  it  can  thrust  aside  resist- 
ance with  energy.  Lay  to  rest  the  trembling 
spirit  of  humanity  within ;  and  the  diviner  im- 
pulses of  the  soul  will  start  to  their  supremacy. 

This  state  of  mind  may  be  illustrated  by  re- 
ference to  its  extreme  opposite;  and  the  con- 
trast may  bring  out  in  clearer  light  the  strength 
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and  weaknesses  of  both.  There  are  persons  to  be 
occasionally  found  whose  minds  appear  to  perform 
their  operations  as  if  they  were  in  empty  space ; 
who  reflect,  and  plan,  and  feel  "in  secret ;  of  whose 
processes  of  thought  no  one  knows  any  thing 
more  than  happens  to  be  indicated  by  the  result ; 
who  look  on  men  and  events  only  as  instruments 
for  the  execution  of  their  designs ;  who  are  httle 
damped  by  universal  discouragement,  or  elated  by 
universal  approbation ;  and  rarely  modify  an 
opinion  or  repent  of  a  feeling,  however  singular 
may  be  their  position  in  maintaining  it.  If  others 
agree  with  their  designs,  it  is  so  much  force  to  be 
reckoned  in  -their  favour ;  if  they  disagree,  it  is  so 
much  resistance  to  be  overcome.  Human  ties  are 
formed,  and  their  energies  are  not  improved  ;  are 
broken,  and  their  energies  are  not  weakened.  In 
trouble,  they  apply  themselves  so  promptly  to  the 
remedy,  that,  when  you  offer  your  sympathy,  it  is 
not  wanted  :  they  are  fond  of  the  maxim,  '  a  good 
man  is  satisfied  from  himself;' — and  so  truly  act 
upon  it,  that  the  genial  heart  and  helping  hand 
instinctively  shrink  back  from  their  hard  compla- 
cent presence. 

Each  of  these  two  forms  of  human  character 
has  a  certain  species  of  power  of  its  own.  He 
who  is  independent  of  sympathy  is  remarkable  for 
power   over  himself.     In   speculation,   his    mind 
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operates  free  from  all  disturbing  forces ;  he  goes 
apart  with  his  subject  of  coutemplation,  surveys  it 
with  a  screue  eye,  converses  Avith  it  as  an  abstrac- 
tion, having  no  concern  with  any  living  interest. 
His  faculties  obey  his  summons,  and  perform  their 
task  with  vigour,  pai'alyzcd  by  no  anxiety,  ruffled 
by  no  doubt,  never  lingering  to  plead  awhile  for 
some  dear  old  error  before  it  go,  nor  pausing  to 
take  the  leap  to  truth  entirely  new.  In  action, 
his  vohtions  are  executed  at  once  ;  nothing  inter- 
venes (assuming  him  to  be  a  man  of  honest 
purpose)  between  his  seeing  a  course  of  wisdom 
and  rectitude,  and  his  taking  it :  he  yields  nothing 
to  his  own  habits  ;  he  waits  for  no  man's  support ; 
if  they  yield  it,  it  will  show  their  good  sense ;  if 
they  withhold  it,  it  is  the  worse  for  themselves. 
He  scorns  concession  either  to  others  or  to  him- 
self; not  in  tiiitli  comprehending  the  temptation 
to  it.  The  past  and  the  human  have  no  power 
over  him ;  he  needs  no  gathering  of  strength  to 
tear  himself  away;  all  his  roots  strike  at  once 
into  his  own  present  convictions ;  and  whatever 
opposition  may  beat  on  him  fr"om  the  elements 
around,  does  but  ser\'e  to  harden  them  to  rock, 
and  fix  him  there  with  immutable  tenacity. 

On  the  other  hand,  he  Avho  is  dependent  on 
human  sympathy  acquires  far  greater  power  over 
others.     He  reflects  and  reciprocates  the  emotions 
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of  other  minds;  lie  understands  their  prejudices  ; 
he  is  no  stranger  to  their  weaknesses ;  he  does  not 
stare  at  their  impulses,  hke  a  being  too  sublime  to 
comprehend  them.  He  may  not  obtain  that  kind 
of  distant  respect  which  is  yielded  to  the  man  of 
cold  but  acute  and  confident  intellect ; — a  respect 
which  is  founded  in  fear, — which  suppresses  oppo- 
sition without  winning  trust, — which  silences 
objectors  without  relieving  their  objections  ; — that 
unsatisfactory  respect  which  we  feel  when  con- 
scious that  another  is  right,  without  percei^dng 
where  it  is  that  we  are  wrong.  But  he  may  earn 
that  better  power,  which  arises  from  profound  and 
affectionate  knowledge  of  the  human  heart.  There 
is  no  human  being  to  whom  we  look  with  so  true 
a  faith,  as  to  him  who  shows  himself  deep-read  in 
the  mysteries  within  us ;  who  seems  to  have  dwelt 
where  Omniscience  only  had  access,  and  traced 
momentary  lines  of  feeling  whose  rapid  flash  our 
own  eye  could  scarcely  follow ;  who  put  into  words 
weaknesses  which  we  had  hardly  dared  to  confess 
in  thought ;  who  appears  to  have  trembled  with 
our  own  anxieties,  and  wept  our  very  tears.  This 
initiation  into  the  interior  nature  is  the  quality 
which,  above  all  others,  gives  one  mind  power  over 
another.  If  it  comes  upon  us  from  the  living 
tones  of  a  friendly  voice,  we  listen  as  to  the 
breathings  of  inspiration ;    if  it  act  on  us  only 
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from  the  pages  of  a  book,  the  enchantment  is 
liardly  less  potent.  That  a  being,  distant  and 
unknown,  perhaps  departed,  should  have  so  pene- 
trated our  subtlest  emotions,  and  caught  our  most 
transient  attitudes  of  thought,  sliotdd  have  so 
detected  our  sophistries  of  conscience,  and  wit- 
nessed the  miseries  of  our  temptations,  and  known 
the  sacredness  of  our  aflections,  that  Ave  appear 
revealed  anew  even  to  ourselves,  truly  seems  the 
greatest  of  the  triumphs  of  genius.  It  is  a  tri- 
umph peculiar  to  those  who  love  the  sj^mpathies 
of  their  kind,  and,  because  they  love  them,  in- 
stinctively appreciate  and  understand  them.  It  is 
essentially  the  triumph  which  Christ  won  when 
the  minions  of  tyranny  and  hypocrisy  shrunk 
back  from  him  in  awe,  sajdng,  '  Never  man  spake 
like  this  man.' 

With  this  quality,  however,  great  feebleness  of 
will,  and  even  total  prostration  of  moral  pow  er,  may 
sometimes  be  found  combined ;  and  we  may  almost 
say,  the  greater  the  intellectual  endowments,  the 
more  likely  is  this  to  be  the  case.  If  ordinary 
minds  want  sympathy  before  they  can  act  freely, 
they  can  easily  obtain  it ;  their  ideas  and  feelings 
are  of  the  common  staple  of  humanity,  and  some 
one  who  has  them  too  may  be  found  across  the 
street.  But  if  those  of  finer  mould  should  have  the 
same  dependence  of  heart,  it  may  prove  a  sore  aflSic- 
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tion  and  temptatioB  to  tliem  ;  for  who  will  respond 
to  the  desires,  and  aims,  and  emotions  most  dear 
to  them  ?  They  wed  themselves  to  a  benevolent 
scheme ; — it  is  thrust  aside  as  a  chimera.  They 
demonstrate  a  truth  of  startling  magnitude  ; — it  is 
acknowledged  and  passed  by.  They  describe  some 
misery  of  the  poor,  the  child,  or  the  guilty  ; — the 
w'orld  weeps,  and  the  oppression  is  untouched. 
They  pour  forth  their  conceptions  of  perfect  cha- 
racter, and  seek  to  refresh  in  men^s  minds  the  be- 
wildered sentiment  of  right ;  every  conscience  ap- 
proves, and  not  a  volition  stu's.  And  thus  they  are 
left  alone,  without  the  practical  support  of  a  single 
sympathy:  what  wonder  that  they  think  in  oneway, 
and  act  in  another,  when  the  world  reverences  their 
thoughts,  and  ridicules  their  actions  ?  Compelled 
by  their  nature  to  desire  what  they  are  forbidden 
by  men  to  execute ;  unable  to  love  any  thing  but 
that  which  is  pronounced  to  be  fit  only  for  a 
dream;  secretly  dwelling  within  a  beauty  of  ex- 
cellence which  they  would  be  held  insane  to 
realize, — what  wonder  is  it,  if  their  practical  ener- 
gies die  of  dearth, — if  they  begin  to  doubt  their 
nobler  nature,  and,  while  cherishing  it  in  private, 
dishonour  it  in  the  world, — if  the  pure  sincerity 
of  their  mind  is  thus  at  length  broken  down,  and 
they  soil  in  act  the  spirit  which  they  sanctify  in 
thought ;  and  life  wastes  away  in  habits,  on  which 
l5 
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the  meditations  of  privacy  pour  a  flood  of  inef- 
fectual shame,  and  in  impulses  to  better  things, 
more  and  more  passionate,  as  the  springs  of  the 
will  become  broken,  and  prayers  for  peace  of  more 
mournful  earnestness,  as  the  vision  sinks  into 
melancholy  distance? 

But  the  dangers  of  an  excessive  dependence 
upon  sympathy  are  by  no  means  confined  to  minds 
of  this  order.  There  are,  witliin  the  range  of 
every  man's  life,  processes  of  mind  which  must  be 
solitary;  passages  of  duty  Avhich  throw  him  abso- 
lutely upon  his  individual  moral  forces,  and  admit 
of  no  aid  whatever  from  another.  Alone  we  must 
stand  sometimes ;  and  if  our  better  nature  is  not 
to  shrink  into  weakness,  we  must  take  with  us  the 
thought  which  was  the  strength  of  Christ ;  '  Yet  I 
am  not  alone,  for  the  Father  is  with  me.'  Jesus 
was  evidently  susceptible,  in  a  singular  degree,  to 
the  influence  of  human  attachments ;  he  was  the 
type  of  that  form  of  character.  Such  indeed  it 
behoved  one  to  be  who  was  to  be  regarded  as  the 
perfect  model  of  humanity;  for  while  the  self- 
relying  and  sohtary  temper  rarely,  if  ever,  acquires 
the  grace  and  bloom  of  human  sympathies,  the 
mind,  originally  aff"ectiouate,  often,  by  efi'orts  of 
moral  principle,  rises  to  independent  strength; 
the  sense  of  right  can  more  readily  indurate  the 
tender,  than  melt  the  rocky  soul.     And  that  is  the 
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most  finished  character  which  begins  in  beauty, 
and  ends  in  power ;  which  w  ins  its  way  to  loftiness 
through  a  host  of  augehc  humanities  that  would 
sometimes  hold  it  back ;  that  leans  on  the  love  of 
kindred  while  it  may,  and  when  it  may  not,  can 
stand  erect  in  the  love  of  God  ;  that  shelters  itself 
amid  the  domesticities  of  life,  while  duty  wills,  and 
when  it  forbids,  can  go  forth  under  the  expanse  of 
iramortahty,  and  face  any  storm  that  beats,  and 
traverse  any  wilderness  that  lies,  beneath  that 
canopy.  The  sentiment  of  Christ  in  my  text,  car- 
ried into  the  solitary  portions  of  our  existence,  is 
the  true  power  by  which  to  acquire  this  perfection. 
What  these  solitary  portions  are  will  readily  occur 
to  every  thoughtful  mind.  An  example  or  two  may 
be  briefly  noticed. 

The  vigils  of  sickness, — of  those,  I  mean,  who 
watch  by  the  bed  of  sickness, — are  solitary  beyond 
expression.  What  loneliness  like  that,  which  is 
the  more  dreadful  in  proportion  as  the  friend 
stretched  at  our  right  hand  is  more  beloved  ?  Those 
midnight  hours,  poised  between  life  and  death, 
that  seem  to  belong  neither  to  time  nor  to  eter- 
nity,— claimed  by  time,  Avhen  we  listen  to  the 
tolling  clock — by  eternity,  when  we  hear  that 
moaning  breath  ;  that  silence,  so  solid  that  we  can- 
not breathe  into  it,  so  awful  that  we  dare  not 
weep,  and  which  yetw^e  shudder  to  hear  broken  by 
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the  muttcrings  of  delirium  ;  that  confused  flitting 
of  thoughts  across  our  exliausted  minds,  strangely 
mingling  the  trivial  and  the  solemn, — beginning 
perhaps  from  the  grotesque  shapes  of  a  moon-lit 
cloud,  then  sinking  us  deep  into  dreams  of  the 
past,  till  a  rustling  near  calls  us  to  give  the  cup  of 
cold  water,  and  that  fevered  eye  that  looks  on  us 
makes  us  think,  where  soon  will  be  the  perturbed 
spirit  that  lights  it ! — O,  what  relief  can  there 
be  to  this  agony,  what  trust  amid  this  despair,  but 
in  the  remembrance,  '  I  am  not  alone,  for  my 
Father  is  with  me?^  Serene  as  the  star  in  the 
cool  heavens  without,  gentle  as  the  loving  heart 
whose  ebbing  life  we  watch,  his  Infinite  Mind  has 
its  vigils  with  us, — the  vigils  of  eternal  Providence, 
beneath  whose  eye,  awake  alike  over  both  worlds, 
sorrow  and  death  vanish  away.  Into  what  peace 
do  the  terrible  aspects  of  things  around  subside 
under  that  thought  !  We  are  no  longer  broken 
upon  the  wheel  of  fatalism,  given  over  to  fruitless 
and  unmeaning  suJBfering  :  the  feeling  that  life  is 
going  wrong,  that  all  things  are  dropping  into 
wreck,  disappears.  We  rise  to  a  loftier  point  of 
view,  and  perceive  how  all  this  may  lie  within  the 
perfect  order  of  benignity ;  how  death  in  this 
world  may  be  determined  by  the  laws  of  birth  into 
another ;  how  our  sensitive  is  connected  with  our 
moral  nature,  and  from  deep  trial  great  strength 
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may  grow, — the  capacious  and  enduring  mind, 
the  hardy  and  athletic  "wdll,  the  refined  and  gentle 
heart,  the  devoted  spirit  of  duty.  Enfolded  within 
the  Divine  Paternity,  there  is  one  fixed  and  tran- 
quil object  of  our  thoughts.  From  that  centre  of 
repose  we  can  look  forth'on  the  fitfulness  of  sick- 
ness without  despair;  the  flying  shadows  of  fear 
seem  cast  by  an  orb  of  everlasting  light.  He  that 
in  this  spirit  meets  the  trembling  moments  of  life, 
will  gather  the  sublimest  power  from  events  that 
seem  to  crush  him,  and  come  forth  from  the 
mourner's  watch,  not  with  wasted  and  haggard 
mind,  not  morose  and  selfish,  not  with  passive  and 
helpless  air,  as  if  waiting  to  be  the  sport  of  every 
blast  that  beats, — but  with  uplifted  conscience, 
with  distincter  purposes,  with  will  meeker  towards 
others,  and  sterner  towards  self,  and  character 
tending  towards  the  energy  of  the  hero,  and  the 
calmness  of  the  saint. 

Again,  we  must  be  solitary  when  we  are 
tempted.  The  management  of  the  character,  the 
correction  of  evil  habits,  the  suppression  of  wrong 
desires,  the  creation  of  new  virtues, — this  is  a 
work  strictly  individual,  with  which  no  '  stranger 
intermeddleth,'  in  which  the  sympathy  of  friends 
may  be  deceptive,  and  our  only  safety  is  in  a 
superhuman  reliance.  The  relation  of  the  human 
being  to  God  is  altogether  personal :  there  can  be 
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no  partnership  in  its  responsibilities.  Our  moral  J 
con\'ictions  must  have  an  undivided  allegiance ;  ■ 
and  to  withhold  our  reverence  till  they  are  sup- 
ported by  the  suSrages  of  others,  is  an  insult 
which  they  Avill  not  bear.  What  can  those  even 
who  read  us  best  know  of  our  weaknesses  and 
wants  and  capabilities  ?  They  would  have  to  clothe  ^ 
themselves  with  our  very  consciousness,  before 
they  could  be  fit  advisers  here.  How  often  does 
their  very  afl'ection  become  our  temptation,  cheat 
us  out  of  our  contrition,  and  lead  us  to  adopt 
some  pleasant  theory  about  ourselves,  in  place  of 
the  stern  and  melancholy  truth  !  How  often  does 
theii'  erring  judgment  lead  us  to  indolence  and 
self-indulgence,  to  a  dalliance  with  our  infirmi- 
ties, and  a  fatal  patience  with  our  sins  !  If  indeed 
there  were  a  more  prevalent  conscientiousness  in 
the  distribution  of  praise  and  blame, — if  all  men 
felt  how  serious  a  thing  it  is  to  dispense  such 
mighty  powers,  friends  might  consult  together 
with  greater  security  respecting  their  moral  failures 
and  obligations  :  penitence  might  pour  itself  forth 
in  a  species  of  auricular  confession  no  less  safe  than 
natural :  the  sense  of  wi'ong  would  become  more 
profound,  when  the  -vdolation  of  duty  had  shaped  it- 
self into  words ;  and  the  secret  suggestions  and  re- 
solves of  conscience  be  doubly  strong,  when  echoed 
bv  the  living  voice  of  human  tenderness.     Even 
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then,  however,  we  must  vigilantly  guard  our  own 
moral  perceptions,  clear  the  atmosphere  between 
them  and  Heaven,  and  allow  no  sophistry  to  shade 
us  from  the  eye  of  God.  At  best,  we  must  often 
have  to  forego  all  sympathy  :  none  can  be  with  us 
in  our  multiform  temptations.  Many  a  pui'pose 
fit  only  for  ourselves,  suited  to  the  peculiarities  of 
our  own  character  and  condition,  we  must  take  up 
in  private,  and  in  silence  pile  up  effort  after  effort, 
till  it  be  accomplished.  And  in  these  lonely 
struggles  of  duty,  in  this  invisible  repression  of 
wrong  impulses  and  maintenance  of  great  aims, 
the  inevitable  loss  of  human  aid  must  be  replaced 
by  our  affinity  with  God.  While  he  is  with  us 
we  are  not  alone.  He  that  invented  human  vir- 
tue, and  breathed  into  us  our  private  veneration 
for  its  greatness, — He  that  loves  the  martyr  spirit, 
scorning  sufi'ering  for  the  sake  of  truth, — He  that 
beholds  in  every  faithful  mind  the  reflexion  of 
himself, — He  that  hath  built  an  everlasting  world, 
at  once  the  shelter  "of  Aictorious  goodness,  and  the 
theatre  of  its  yet  nobler  triumphs, — enwraps  us  in 
his  immensity,  and  sustains  us  by  his  love.  The 
sooner  we  learn  to  lean  on  Him,  and  find  comfort 
in  the  society  of  God,  the  better  are  we  prepared 
for  every  solemn  passage  of  our  existence.  It  is 
well,  ere  we  depart,  to  confide  oui'selves  sometimes 
to  the  invisible  :  for  then  at  least  we  must  be  thrust 
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forth  upon  it  in  a  solitude  personal  as  well  as 
moral.  The  dying  make  that  pass  alone  :  human 
voices  fade  away ;  human  forms  retire;  familiar 
scenes  sink  from  sight ;  and  silent  and  lonely  the 
spirit  migrates  to  the  great  secret.  Who  would 
not  feel  himself  then  beneath  the  all-sheltering 
wing,  and  say  amid  the  mystic  space,  '  I  am  not 
alone,  for  the  Father  is  with  me  ?' 


XVI. ' 

HAND  AND  HEART. 


roHN    XIV. 


IF  A  MAN  LOVE  ME,  HE  WILL  KEEP  MY  WORDS  ;  AND  MV 
FATHER  WILL  LOVE  HIM,  AND  WE  WILL  COME  UNTO  HIM, 
AND    MAKE    OUR    ABODE    WITH    HIM. 

There  is  no  point  in  theoretical  morality  more 
difficult  to  determine  (if  we  may  judge  from  the 
disputes  of  philosophers)  than  the  comparative 
worth  and  mutual  relation  of  good  affections  and 
good  actions.  Ought  it  to  be  the  direct  and  pri- 
mar}^  aim  of  the  teacher  of  duty  to  produce  a 
harvest  of  beneficent  deeds  ?  or  to  impart  clear 
perceptions  and  prompt  sensibility  of  conscience 
in  relation  to  right  and  wrong  ?  If  the  former, 
his  instructions  will  present  an  inventory  and  care- 
ful valuation  of  all  possible  '  voluntary  acts  /  and 
his  exhortations  be  addressed  to  the  hopes  and 
fears,  to  the  prudential  apprehensions  of  good  and 
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evil,  which  operate  immediately  upon  the  will.  If 
the  latter,  he  will  meddle  little  with  cases  of 
casuistry,  or  problems  which  exhibit  duty  as 
an  object  of  doubt ;  will  define  and  illuminate 
the  secret  image  of  right  that  dwells  within  every 
mind ;  and  present  as  incentives  those  models  of 
high  faith  and  disinterested  virtue  which  kindle 
the  reverence  of  the  Heart.  In  this  country, 
especially  among  those  who  have  been  most 
anxious  to  '  enlighten'  its  religion,  the  predomi- 
nant attention  has  been  given  to  external  morality. 
The  practical  temper  of  the  English,  impatient  of 
loud  profession  and  sanctimonious  inconsistency, 
reasonably  enough  cried  out  for  'fruit.'  Philo- 
sophy caught  this  spirit,  and  embodied  it  in  a 
system  of  no  small  pretensions.  Seeing  that  fine 
sentiments  are  Avorthless  without  good  deeds,  the 
masters  of  this  school  have  decided,  that  the 
affections  have  no  excellence  except  as  instruments 
for  producing  action  :  that,  intrinsically,  they  are 
all  alike,  without  any  distinction  of  good  or  bad ; 
that  moral  qualities  primcmli/  attach  merely  to 
practice,  derivatively  only  to  the  mental  tenden- 
cies towards  practice,  and  in  any  case  are  con- 
stituted by  the  effects  of  conduct  in  producing 
enjoyment  or  pain ;  that  the  moralist  has  no 
concern  with  the  motives  of  an  agent,  provided 
he   does   that   which   is   useful ;    that    the    only 
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measure   of  virtue,  in   short,  is   the   amount  of 
pleasui'e  it  creates. 

This  system  has  been  etnhraced  and  is  still  held 
by  many  Christians,  chiefly  among  the  churches 
within  the  sphere  of  Dr.  Priestley's  influence.  It 
is  expounded,  in  a  form  full  of  inconsistency 
and  compromise,  by  Dr.  Paley,  in  a  Avork  whose 
popularity  appears  to  me  rather  a  discredit  to 
England  than  an  honour  to  him  :  and  though  it 
has  been  a  general  favourite  with  irreligious  mo- 
ralists, and  appears  in  natural  reaction  from  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  most  earnest  pietists,  it  has 
seldom  been  considered  hostile  to  Christianity 
itself.  This  is  no  fit  occasion  for  discussing  its 
philosophical  pretensions  :  and  were  it  not  for  the 
extent  and  nature  of  its  practical  influence,  it 
might  be  abandoned  to  the  Academic  Lecture- 
room,  where  the  rigorous  methods  of  thought 
necessary  for  its  examination  would  not  be  mis- 
placed. But  there  is  one  particular  view  of  it 
which  may  naturally  enough  be  presented  here. 
Its  characteristic  sentiment  may  be  placed  side 
by  side  with  those  of  the  Christian  Morals,  and 
the  relation  between  them  ascertained.  And  no 
one,  I  imagine,  can  perceive  in  it  a  trace  of 
Christ's  peculiar  spirit :  few  surely  can  be  wholly 
unconscious  of  the  wide  variance  between  its 
leading  ideas  and   his :  and  all  who  have  aban- 
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doned  their  minds  to  the  impression  of  his  teach- 
ings, must  feel  that  he  assigns  a  very  difiFerent 
rank  to  the  affectionate  elements  of  character ; 
that,  not  content  with  tasking  the  hand,  he  makes 
high  demands  upon  the  heart ;  that  public  benefit 
is  subordinate  with  him  to  personal  perfection  ; 
and  that  instead  of  merging  the  individual  mind 
in  the  advantage  of  society,  he  is  silent  of  the 
happiness  of  society,  except  as  involved  in  the 
hohness  of  the  individual.  Nothing  surely  can 
be  further  from  the  spirit  of  Jesus  than  to  mea- 
sure excellence  by  the  magnitude  of  its  effects, 
rather  than  the  purity  of  its  principle  :  else  he 
would  never  have  ranked  the  widow's  mite  above 
the  vast  donatives  of  vanity ;  or  have  praised  the 
profuse  affection  of  the  penitent  that  lavished  on 
him  costly  offerings,  esteeming  them  yet  less  pre- 
cious than  the  consecrating  tribute  of  her  tears. 
Here,  it  was  not  the  deed,  whose  usefulness  gave 
worth  to  the  disposition,  but  the  disposition  whose 
excellence  gave  value  to  the  deed.  And  this  is 
every  where  the  character  of  Christianity.  It 
plants  us  directly  beneath  an  eye  that  looketh  at 
the  heart :  it  forgives,  in  that  we  '  have  loved 
much:'  it  throws  away  without  compunction  the 
largest  husk  of  ceremony,  and  treasures  up  the 
smallest  seed  of  life  :  instead  of  sharpening  us  for 
casuistry,  it  prostrates  us  in  worship ;  reveals  to 
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US  our  inner  nature,  by  bringing  us  in  contact 
with  God  who  is  a  Spirit,  and  to  whom  we  bear 
the  likeness  of  child  to  parent ;  gives  us  an  inter- 
mediate image  of  him  and  of  ourselves,  Christ 
the  meek  and  merciful,  whose  life  was  a  prolonged 
expression  of  disinterestedness  and  love ;  and  im- 
poses, as  the  sole  condition  of  discipleship,  '  faith 
in  him/ — implicit  trust,  that  is,  in  the  spirit  of 
his  mind; — self-precipitation  upon  a  piety  and 
fidelity  like  his,  without  concession  to  expediency, 
without  faltering  in  danger,  without  flight  from 
suffering,  without  slackened  step  tliough  duty 
should  conduct  us  straight  into  the  arms  of 
ignominy  and  death. 

That  Christianity  does  make  high  demands 
upon  our  affections  must  then  be  admitted.  In- 
deed tliis  is  virtually  confessed  by  the  enthusiastic 
forms  into  which  it  has  burst,  by  the  outbreak  of 
fervour  from  which  every  new  church  is  born,  and 
the  eager  efforts  made  to  sustain  this  vivid  hfe. 
Nay,  it  is  privately  confessed  by  every  cold  and 
languid  yet  honest  heart,  that  cannot  la}^  open 
before  it  the  story  of  Christ,  without  tlie  secret 
consciousness  of  rebuke.  It  is  confessed  by  the 
anxieties  of  many  good  minds,  that  are  ashamed 
of  the  slow  fires  and  faint  light  of  their  faith 
and  love;  that  can  spur  their  will,  more  easily 
than  kindle  their  affections ;  and  wish  they  were 
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called  upon  only  to  do,  uutl  not  also  to  feel. 
They  cast  about  the  vaguest  and  vainest  efforts 
after  deeper  impressions  of  things  holy  and  sub- 
lime :  they  wonder  at  the  apathy  with  which  they 
dwell  amid  the  infinitude  of  God  :  they  convince 
themselves  how  untrue  is  that  state  of  mind  which 
treats  the  '  seen  and  temporal '  as  if  there  were 
no  *  unseen  and  eternal :'  they  assure  themselves 
how  terrible  must  be  the  disorder  of  that  soul, 
whose  springs  of  pure  emotion  are  thus  locked  in 
death.  But  with  all  this  they  cannot  shame,  or 
reason,  or  terrify  themselves  into  any  nobler  glow  : 
the  avenues  of  intellect,  and  judgment,  and  fear, 
are  not  those  by  which  a  new  feeling  is  permitted 
to  "\"isit  and  refi'esh  the  heart.  The  ice  cannot 
thaw  itself;  but  must  ask  the  warmer  gales  of 
heaven  to  blow,  and  the  sun  aloft  to  send  more 
piercing  beams.  There  is  nothing  vainer  or  more 
hopeless  than  the  direct  struggles  of  the  mind  to 
transform  its  own  affections,  to  change  by  a  fiat 
of  volition  the  order  of  its  tastes,  and  the  intensity 
of  its  love.  Self-inspiration  is  a  contradiction  :  and 
to  suspend,  by  upheavings  of  the  will,  the  force  of 
habitual  desire,  is  no  less  impossible  than,  by 
writhings  of  the  muscles,  to  annihilate  our  own 
weight. 

This,  you  will  say,  is  a  hard  doctrine ;  that  our 
religion  demands  that  which  our  nature  forbids, — 
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invites  a  regeneration  of  the  hearty  after  which 
the  will  may  strive  in  vain.  Yet,  I  think,  you 
must  be  conscious  of  its  truth,  and  acknowledge 
that  no  spasm  of  determination  can  make  you 
regard  with  hate  that  which  is  now  an  object  of 
your  love.  But  if  Christianity  presents  the  per- 
plexity, its  spirit  affords  the  solutioli.  It  shows  us, 
indeed,  that  to  gain  a  pure  and  noble  mind,  great 
in  its  aims,  resolute  in  its  means,  strong  with  the 
invincibility  of  conscience,  yet  mellowed  with  re- 
verential love,  is  the  end  of  all  our  discipKne  here. 
But  it  nowhere  encourages  a  direct  aim  at  this 
end,  as  if  it  could  be  reached  by  the  struggles  of 
a  day  or  of  a  year  :  it  nowhere  invites  a  morbid 
gaze  upon  our  own  feelings,  as  if  by  self-vigilance 
we  could  look  ourselves  into  perfection.  In  Christ 
it  fiu"nishes  us  with  an  image  of  divinest  beauty 
that  we  may  turn  our  eye  on  that,  not  upon  our- 
selves :  and  perverse,  even  to  disease,  is  the  temper, 
which  instead  of  being  engaged  with  that  sub- 
limest  work  of  the  great  Sculptor  of  souls,  whines 
rather  over  its  own  deformity,  and  seeks  to  cure 
it  by  unnatural  contortions.  Christianity  sends 
each  faculty  of  our  nature  to  its  proper  office ; 
our  veneration,  to  Christ ;  our  wills,  to  their  (hity. 
It  precipitates  us  on  Action  as  the  proper  school 
of  Affection ;  and,  reversing  the  moralist's  prin- 
ciple, values  not  the  pure  heart  as  the  tool  for 
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producing  serviceable  deeds,  but  the  good  deeds 
as  at  once  the  expression  and  the  nourishment  of 
that  gi'eatest  of  possessions,  a  good  mind.  It  was 
not  by  retiring  into  himself,  but  by  going  out  of 
himself,  that  Christ  overcame  the  world ;  not  by 
spiritual  pathology,  and  self-torture,  but  by 
veritable  'sufferings,^  that  he  'became  perfect;' 
not  by  measuring  his  own  emotions,  but  by  obli- 
vion of  them  amid  a  crowd  of  toils,  a  succession 
of  fulfilled  resolves,  a  profuse  expenditure  of  life 
and  effort  having  others  for  their  object,  that  he 
rose  above  the  dignity  of  men,  and  ripened  the 
di^-inest  spirit  for  the  skies. 

Struck  then  by  the  word  of  Christ,  the  moral 
paralytic  must  '  take  up  his  bed  and  walk.'  It  is 
surprising  how  practical  duty  enriches  the  fancy 
and  the  heart,  and  action  clears  and  deepens  the 
affections.  Like  the  run  into  the  green  fields  and 
morning  air  to  the  fevered  limbs  and  tightened 
brow  of  the  night-student,  it  circulates  a  stream  of 
unspeakable  refreshment, '  and  renews  our  strength 
as  the  eagle's.'  Indeed,  no  one  can  have  a  true 
idea  of  right,  until  he  does  it ;  any  genuine 
reverence  for  it,  till  he  has  done  it  often  and  with 
cost ;  any  peace  ineffable  in  it,  till  he  does  it  always 
and  with  alacrity.  Does  any  one  complain,  that 
the  best  affections  are  transient  visitors  with  him, 
and  the  heavenly  spirit  a  stranger  to  his  heart? 
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O  let  liini  not  go  forth,  on   any  strained  wing  of 
thought,  in  distant  quest  of  them ;  but  rather  stay 
at  home,  and  set  his  house  in  the  true  order  of 
conscience ;  and  of  their  own  accord  the  divinest 
guests  will  enter :  he  hath  '  kept  the  words'   of 
Christ,  and  the   '  Father  himself  will  love  him,' 
and  they  *  will  come  unto  him,  aiid  make  their 
abode   with   him/     The   man   most   gifted   with 
genius  and  rich  in  intellectual  wisdom,  but  withal 
barren  of  practice  and  self-indulgent,  can  call  up 
before  him  no  conception  of  moral  excellence  so 
authentic,  so  divine,  as  many  an  obscure  disciple, 
who,  through  frequent  tribulation,  has  done   and 
borne  the  perfect  will  of  God,     Even  the  smallest 
discontent  of  conscience  may  render  turbid  the 
whole  temper  of  the  mind ;  but  only  produce  the 
effort  that  restores  its  peace,  and  over  the  whole 
atmosphere   a    breath    of   unexpected    purity   is 
spread  ;  doubt  and  irritability  pass  as  clouds  away ; 
the  withered  sympathies  of  earth  and  home  open 
their  leaves  and  live  :  and  through  the  clearest  blue 
the  deep  is  seen  of  the  heaven  where  God  resides. 
And  here  too  we  may  observe  the  opposite  effects 
which  action  and  experience   produce  upon  our 
preconceptions  of  wrong  and  of  right.     Do   the 
right,  and  yoiu*  ideal  of  it  grows  and  perfects  itself. 
Do  the  wrong,  and  your  ideal  of  it  breaks  up  and 
vanishes.     The  young  and  pure  mind,  stranger  yet 
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to  the  vehemence  of  appetite  and  revenge,  looks 
on  bin  as  a  dreadful  and  demon  image,  shrinks 
with  awe  from  its  approach ;  shudders  at  the  laugh 
of  guilty  revelry,  and  gazes  on  the  face  of  acknow- 
ledged crime,  as  if  it  were  a  phantom  of  the  abyss. 
Guilt  is  then  a  thing  unearthly  and  preternatural, 
whose  grasp  is  more  terrible  than  death.  And 
truly,  if  this  being  now  innocent  should  ever 
become  its  prey,  it  will  be  through  a  struggle  deep 
and  deadly,  as  with  the  tender  mercies  of  a  fiend. 
But  once  let  that  struggle  be  over,  and  the  fiend 
vanislies  for  ever;  passes  into  plain  flesh  and 
blood,  that  '  is  by  no  means  so  dreadful  as  was 
imagined;'  nay,  even  assumes  the  air  of  the  jovial 
companion,  and  turns  the  dance  of  death  into  a 
comedy.  The  true  '  superstition '  of  early  years 
flies  before  the  false  '  experience'  of  maturity.  The 
ideal,  so  much  juster  than  the  actual,  is  gone ;  and 
there  falls  upon  the  heart  that  folly  which  '  makes 
a  mock  at  sin.' 

In  saying  that  action  is  the  school  of  afiFection, 
it  is  clear  that  we  cannot  mean  mere  manual  or 
physical  labour,  or  activity  in  business,  or  even  the 
mechanical  routine  of  any  practical  life,  however 
unexceptionable  be  its  habits.  The  regularities  of 
constitutional  goodness,  the  order  of  a  simply 
blameless  existence,  do  not  reach  that  pitch  of 
energy  which  sustains  the  noblest  health  of  the 
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soul :  these  may  coutiuue  tlieir  accustomed  course, 
and  yet  the  springs  of  inward  hfe  and  strength  dry 
up.  In  the  mere  negative  virtue  which  abstains 
from  gross  outward  wrong,  which  commits  neither 
tlieft,  nor  cruelty,  nor  excess,  and  paces  the  daily 
round  of  usage,  there  is  not  necessarily  any  prin- 
ciple of  immortal  growth.  The  force  requisite  to 
maintain  it  becomes  continually  less,  as  the 
obstructions  are  worn  down  by  ceaseless  attrition  ; 
and  the  character  may  hence  become  simply 
automatic,  performing  a  series  of  regularities  with 
the  smallest  expenditure  of  soul.  To  nourish  high 
affections,  worthy  of  a  natm-e  that  hath  kindred 
with  the  Father  of  spirits,  more  than  this  is  needed ; 
positive  and  creative  power,  spontaneous  and 
original  force,  conquering  energy  of  resolve,  must 
be  put  forth :  from  the  inner  soul  some  central 
strength  must  pass  upon  the  active  life,  to  destroy 
that  equihbrium  between  within  and  without  which 
makes  our  days  mere  self-repetitions,  and  to  give 
us  a  progressive  history.  There  is  a  connexion 
profound  and  beautiful  between  the  affectionate 
and  the  self-denying  character  of  Christianity. 
The  voluntary  sacrifices  feed  the  involuntary 
sympathies  of  ^drtue :  and  he  that  will  daily  suj^er 
for  his  duty,  nor  lay  his  head  to  rest  till  he  has 
renounced  some  ease,  embraced  some  hardship,  in 
tlie  service  of  others  and  of  God,  shall  replenish 
M  3 
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the  fountains  of  his  hohest  Ufe ;  and  shall  find  his 
soul,  not  settling  into  the  flat  and  stagnant  marsh, 
but   flowing   under  the   most   delicious   light  of 
heaven  above,  over  the  gladdest  fields  of  Provi- 
dence below.     I  know  that  the  moralists  of  whom 
I  have  before  spoken, — they  that  turn  the  shrine 
of  duty  into    a   shop    for   weighing    grains    and 
scruples  of  enjoyment, — entertain  a  great  horror 
of  the  notion   of  self-sacrifice,   and  ridicule  the 
doctrine  of  denial  as  ascetic.     Any  interference 
with   the   luxury   of   virtue   is    to    be    deplored ; 
disturbance  to  its  repose  must  be  admitted  to  be 
disagreeable,  and,  '  so  far  as  it  goes,  an  evil :'  and 
though  clashing  pleasures  Avill  sometimes  present 
themselves,  we  must  take  care  never  to  let  go  the 
nearer,  till  we  have  in  our  hands  the  title-deeds 
of  the  remoter.     It  is  surprising,  we  are  told,  how 
pleasant  a  thing  true  goodness  is,  if  we  will  only 
believe  it.     It  may  be  so ;  or  it  may  not  be  so  : 
but  at  all  events  he  who  goes  to  it  in  this  spirit 
has  no  true  heart  for  it,  and  shall  be  refused  the 
thing   he   seeks.     God   will    have    us    surrender 
without  terms ;  and  till  then,  we  are  fast  prisoners, 
and  not  fi-ee  children,  in  his  universe.     So  needful 
is  sacrifice  to  the  health  and  hardihood  of  con- 
science, that  if  the  occasions  for  it  do  not  present 
themselves   spontaneously   in   our  lot,   we   must 
create  them  for  ourselves :  not  reserving  to  our- 
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selves  those  exercises  of  virtue  which  are  constitu- 
tionally pleasant,  but^  on  the  contrary,  esteeming 
the  asperity  of  a  duty  as  the  reason  why  we  should 
put  our  hand  to  it  at  once ;  not  acquiescing  in  the 
facility  of  wisely -adjusted  habits,  but  accepting  the 
ease  of  living  well  as  the  peremptory  summons  of 
God  to  live  better.  He,  in  short,  is  no  true  soldier 
of  the  Lord,  nor  worthy  to  bear  the  Christian 
armour,  who,^in  service  so  high,  will  not  make  an 
hour's  forced  march  of  duty  every  day.  So  doing, 
the  inner  power,  the  athletic  vigour,  of  our  moral 
nature,  will  not  waste  and  die.  The  perceptions 
of  goodness,  beauty,  truth,  become,  when  we  are 
thus  faithful,  singularly  clear  :  there  ripens  within 
us  the  fullest  faith  in  the  moral  excellence  of  God ; 
the  ties  that  bind  us  to  him  and  to  his  children 
are  drawn  more  closely  round ;  and  in  this  world 
we  dwell  as  in  the  lower  mansion  of  his  house, 
where  also  the  '  Father  loveth  us,  and  maketh  his 
abode  with  us.' 

By  such  practical  performance  alone,  can  any 
genuine  love  of  man  be  matured  in  us.  Benefi- 
cence is  the  true  school  of  benevolence.  We  are 
not  to  wait,  till  some  descending  spirit,  uninvoked 
and  unearned,  enters  us,  and  makes  the  labour  of 
sympathy  delightful;  but  go  and  do  the  deed  of 
mercy,  though  it  be  with  reluctant  step,  with  dry 
and  parched  spirit,  and  without  the  grace  of  a  free 
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cliurity.  Perhaps  wc  may  return  with  more 
genial  mind  and  Uherated  affections  :  and  if  not, 
we  must  the  sooner  and  the  oftener  do  the  act  of 
blessing  again,  though  it  be  amid  self-rebuke  and 
shame,  and  recoil  with  no  peace  upon  the  soul. 
He  that  with  patience  will  become  the  almoner  of 
God  to  the  poor  and  sad,  and  ask  no  portion  of 
the  blessing  for  himself,  shall  catch  the  spirit  of 
the  Divine  love  at  length  :  those  whom  he  stead- 
fastly benefits  he  will  rejoice  in  at  the  end.  Even 
with  God  this  is  the  order  too  :  we  begin  with 
being  his  beneficiaries,  and  end  with  being  his 
children.  He  created  us  first  (and  that  was 
blessing),  placed  us  in  the  glory  and  immensity  of 
his  universe,  and  conferred  upon  us  the  high 
capacities  and  multiform  natui'e  that  make  us  his 
own  image :  and  then,  regarded  us  with  his 
Divine  afi'ectionateness,  and  embraced  us  in  his 
Everlasting  Fatherhood. 

By  such  practical  performance  alone,  can  we 
dismiss  the  clouds  of  doubt  and  ignoble  mistrust, 
which,  really  covering  om^  own  disordered  minds, 
seem  to  cast  shadows  around  the  Most  High,  and 
to  blot  out  the  heavens  from  us.  The  merely 
worldly  man,  interred  amid  mean  cares,  doubts 
the  majestic  truths  of  religion,  simply  from  their 
sublimity  and  vastness,  which  render  them  incom- 
mensurable with  his  poor  fraction  of  a  mind :  let 
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him  go  and  do  a  few  noble  deeds,  and  elevate  the 
proportions  of  his  nature,  and  it  is  wonderful 
what  mighty  things  seem  to  become  possible : 
Deity  is  near  and  even  present  at  once,  and  im- 
mortality not  improbable.  And  as  for  the  self- 
inclosed  and  anxious  student,  his  difficulties  may 
be  referred  to  the  diseased  and  ascendant  activity 
of  a  subtle  understanding,  without  the  materials 
of  a  deep  moral  experience  on  which  to  work. 
Let  him  remedy  this  fatal  dearth ;  rouse  the 
slumbering  strength  of  conscience ;  and,  quitting 
the  theoretic  problems,  take  up  the  practical 
responsibilities  of  life  :  and  his  work  will  clear  his 
thought,  rendering  it  not  less  acute,  and  more 
confiding  and  reverential.  Seeing  more  into  his 
own  nature,  he  will  penetrate  further  into  all  else, 
especially  the  source  whence  it  proceeds,  the  scene 
in  which  it  is,  and  the  issue  to  which  it  tends. 
Of  all  depressing  scepticism,  of  all  painful  soli- 
citude, not  the  agility  of  thought,  but  the  alacrity 
of  duty,  is  the  fit  antagonist.  At  least,  until  we 
do  the  will  of  God,  it  becomes  doubt  to  be  lium- 
ble :  and  when  we  do  it,  assuredly  it  will  be  yet 
humbler. 
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XVII. 

SILENCE  AND  MEDITATION.    \  \ 


Psalm  lxiii.  6. 

i   remember  thee  upon  my  bed,   and  meditate  on  thee  in 
the  night-watches. 

The  elder  Protestant  moralists  laid  great  stress, 
iu  all  their  teacliings,  on  the  duties  of  self-scru- 
tiny and  prayer.  And  though  their  complaints 
show  that  there  was  a  frequent  neglect  of  their 
injunctions,  it  cannot  be  doubted  that,  in  our 
forefathers'  scheme  of  life,  the  exercise  of  lonely 
thought  filled  a  much  larger  space  than  it  does  in 
om's.  It  was  deemed  shameful  and  atheistical  to 
enter  the  closet  for  nothing  but  sleep,  and  quit  it 
only  for  meals  and  trade  :  passing  the  awfulness 
of  life  entirely  by,  and  evading  all  earnest  contact 
with  the  deep  and  silent  God.  A  sense  of  guilt 
attached  to  those  who  cast  themselves  from  their 
civil  life  into  their  dreams,  and  back  again.  That 
M  5 
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the  incrcliant  or  the  statesman  should  be  upon  his 
knees,  that  the  general  should  pass  from  his  des- 
patches to  his  devotions,  and  turn  his  eye  from 
the  hosts  of  battle  to  the  host  of  heaven,  was  not 
felt  to  be  incongruous  or  absurd.  Milton's  mind 
gave  itself  at  once  to  the  discord  of  politics  belov7, 
and  the  symphonies  of  seraphim  above :  Vane 
mingled  with  the  administration  of  colonies,  and 
accounts  of  the  navy,  hopes  of  a  theocracy,  and 
meditations  on  the  millennium;  and  it  was  no 
more  natural  for  Cromwell  to  call  his  oflScers  to 
council  than  to  prayer.  Nay,  without  going  back 
so  far,  there  are  few  families  of  any  standing,  that 
do  not  inherit  the  pious  diaries  of  some  nearer 
ancestry,  betraying  how  real  and  large  a  con- 
cern to  them  were  the  exercises  of  the  solitary 
soul. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  there  is  a  great  differ- 
ence now.  Not  that  Christians  may  not  be 
found  in  many  sects,  and  copiously  in  soiue,  with 
whom  the  old  devout  habit  is  maintained  in  all 
integrity ;  of  whose  existence  it  is  a  simple  and 
sincere  ingredient;  who  still  find  an  open  door 
between  heaven  and  earth,  and  pass  in  and  out 
with  free  and  earnest  heart.  But  these  represent 
the  characteristic  spirit  of  a  former,  rather  than 
of  the  present  age.  The  sentiments  of  our  own 
times  every  where  betray  the  growing  encroach 
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ments  of  the  outward  upon  the  inward  hfe.  How 
diflferent  is  oui'  modern  '  saying  our  prayers '  from 
those  wrestHngs  of  spirit,  and  groans  and  tears 
that  convulsed  the  Covenanters  of  old :  nay,  how 
much  is  there  in  this, — that,  unless  there  is  a 
printed  page  before  us,  we  know  not  what  we 
want,  and  left  to  ourselves  should  scarcely  find  we 
had  a  want  at  all !  Prayer  by  the  printing-press 
is  surely  a  very  near  approach  to  piety  by  ma- 
chinery. The  public  changes  in  the .  faith  of 
chui'ches  which  are  conspicuously  taking  place 
around  us,  indicate  the  same  loss  of  depth  and 
earnestness  in  personal  religion  :  for  what  do  the 
new  doctrines  say  ?  '  I  cannot  stand  alone  with 
God,  and  seek  his  pity  to  my  solitary  soul ;  I 
must  put  myself  into  the  visible  church,  and 
appropriate  a  share  of  his  favour  to  that  spiritual 
corporation ;  I  can  find  no  sanctification  by  direct 
contact  of  spirit  with  spirit,  and  must  get  it  done 
for  me  through  priests  and  sacraments/  And  what 
is  this  but  an  open  proclamation  that  private 
audience  with  God  has  become  impossible,  and  he 
can  be  approached  only  through  ambassador? 
Every  where  strength  seems  to  have  gone  out 
from  the  devotional  element  of  life.  Those  who 
display  most  of  this  element  are  no  longer,  like 
the  Puritans,  the  strongest  men  of  their  day,  most 
resolute,  most  simple,  most  powerful  in  debate, 
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most  direct  in  action ;  but  are  felt  to  be  feminine 
and  subtle,  without  manly  breadth  of  natural 
heart,  and  firm  footing  upon  reality.  The  mo- 
ments each  man  spends  in  it  are  seldom  his  truest 
and  most  unforced;  it  is  not,  as  once,  the  clear,  deep 
eye  of  his  nature  that  he  turns  to  Heaven,  but  the 
dead  and  glassy ;  and  he  who  is  without  his  sin- 
cerity in  his  closet,  and  with  only  half  of  it  at 
church,  flings  it  all  into  the  work  of  civil  life.  In 
individual  character,  and  in  society  at  large,  power 
seems  to  have  gone  over  from  the  spiritual  to  the 
secular. 

This  change  is  no  fit  subject  for  unmixed  com- 
plaint ;  much  less  must  we  desire  to  terrify  men, 
like  culprits,  into  an  alarm  at  their  impiety,  and 
an  afl^ected  resumption  of  the  ancient  discipline. 
Old  ways  of  life  are  not  thrown  aside,  until  they 
become  untrue  :  and  when  they  have  become  un- 
true, their  sanctity  is  gone ;  though  the  usage  of 
churches  may  plead  for  them,  the  laws  of  God  are 
against  them.  Who  can  recommend  prayer  to 
one  who  has  lost  the  heart  to  pray? — confession 
to  one  who  is  stricken  by  no  penitence  ? — the 
words  of  trust  to  one  whose  God  has  gone  into 
the  darkness  of  Fate  ? — self-examination  to  one 
Avho,  in  too  fine  a  knowledge  of  what  passes  with- 
in, finds  no  power  to  do  the  duty  without  ?  The 
state  of  mind  yvhich  unfits  men  for  the  habits  of 
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our  fathers,  may  be  lower  or  may  be  higher ;  but 
be  it  what  it  may,  there  is  no  virtue  in  retaining 
what  has  grown  false  :  let  all,  in  their  belief  or 
unbelief,  their  clearness  or  perplexity,  ground 
themselves  only  upon  reality,  and  live  out  the 
highest  conviction  not  of  yesterday  but  of  to-day, 
and  however  the  forms  of  our  being  may  change, 
its  spirit  will  remain  unceasingly  devout.  If  you 
ask,  '  what  is  it  that  has  rendered  the  lonely  piety 
of  our  forefathers  less  natural  and  possible  to  us  ?' 
I  believe  the  reason  to  be  this  : — their  lot  was  cast 
near  the  age  of  the  reformation ;  they  breathed 
its  spirit  and  Hved  its  life ;  and  as  Protestantism 
was  at  first  a  simple  insiuTCction  against  formahsm 
and  falsehood,  and  gave  to  the  faith  within,  the 
authority  which  it  denied  to  the  church  without, 
so  did  it  exclusively  develop  the  inward  religion 
of  the  soul,  and  put  it  in  artificial  contrast  with 
outward  interests  and  human  duties.  Installing 
the  private  conscience  in  the  place  of  the  anointed 
priest,  it  gave  that  conscience  much  of  the  priestly 
character,  inquisitorial,  casuistical,  vigilant  and 
stern  ;  and  sent  a  man  to  his  self-examination,  as 
before  he  would  have  gone  to  his  confessional,  to 
question  himself  as  the  church  would  have  ques- 
tioned him  before,  only  with  severity  more  search- 
ing as  his  consciousness  knew  better  what  to  ask. 
Hence  a^se   an  anxious  scrupulosity   of    mind  ; 
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a  loss  of  all  dependence  except  on  the  divine 
offices  of  the  solitary  soul;  a  feeling  of  terrible 
necessity  for  the  help  and  strength  of  God;  a 
keen  scrutiny  into  all  the  doublings  of  the  heart, 
and  an  apprehension  of  every  sophistry  of  sin ; 
passing  over  at  once  from  the  gay  laxity  of  the 
Catholic  into  a  grim  and  solemn  earnestness.  The 
change  was  noble  and  healthy,  only,  like  all  re- 
actions, capable  of  excess.  Men  may  learn  too 
much  of  what  goes  on  within  them ;  their  spiri- 
tual analysis  may  be  too  fine  ;  a  morbid  self-con- 
sciousness may  be  produced,  which  in  giving 
sensitive  knowledge,  takes  away  practical  power  : 
and  he  who  mil  microscopically  look  at  the  ulti- 
mate fibres  of  his  life-roots,  scrapes  away  the 
element  in  which  they  thrive,  and  withers  them 
in  the  light  by  which  he  sees.  We  must  ever 
grow  from  darkness  and  the  earth ;  enough  if  the 
blossom  and  the  fruit  be  worthy  of  the  sunshine 
and  the  heaven.  Our  days  witness  a  recoil 
from  the  extreme  inwardness  of  our  forefathers' 
religion :  human  afi'ections  warm  us  more ;  human 
duties  are  nobler  in  our  view ;  social  interests  are 
of  deeper  moment ;  and  the  whole  scene  of  man's 
visible  life,  no  longer  the  mere  vestibule  of  an 
invisible  futurity,  has  a  worth  and  dignity  of  its 
own,  which  philanthropy  delights  to  honour,  and 
only  fanaticism  can  despise.     For  my  own  part,  I 
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think  the  change  a  sign  of  nature^s  restorative 
power,  and  see  in  it  the  stirrings  of  new  health  : 
even  though  partially  brought  about  by  temporary 
scepticism^  I  cannot  deplore  itj  for  it  shows  that 
the  conscience  cannot  go  on  liAdng  in  a  pretence, 
but,  in  retreating  from  things  of  which  it  doubts, 
gets  its  foot  upon  duties  which  it  knows.  In  this 
are  the  first  beginnings  of  new  religion  to  replace 
the  old :  if  the  divine  earnestness  within  us  only 
shifts  and  does  not  die,  it  matters  little  what  be- 
comes of  our  mere  theology ;  and  deep-hearted 
practical  faithfulness  is  not  separable  long  from 
true-thoughted  practical  faith. 

Let  us  admit  then  that  our  revolt  against  the 
old  spiritualism  has  come  about  in  quite  a  natural 
way  ;  that  it  was  fast  going  down  into  mere  moral 
hypochondria ;  and  that,  to  work  the  cure,  it  was 
ine\atable  that  the  ivorld  (as  divines  opprobriously 
term  it),  i.  e.  the  opportunities  of  action  with  a 
view  to  temporal  good,  whether  personal  or  social, 
should  reassert  its  sway.  Like  the  sick  physician, 
who  cannot  let  his  pulse  alone  or  cease  to  specu- 
late on  his  sensations,  Christendom,  bewildered 
by  its  own  deep  knowledge  of  the  human  heart, 
kept  too  inquiring  a  finger  on  the  throbs  of  its 
emotions,  and  fancied  many  an  action  of  healthy 
nature  into  a  symptom  of  fatal  disease  :  we  are 
not  to  find  fault  witli  the  remedy  of  Providence — 
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a  turn-out  into  the  open  air  and  various  industry 
of  life ;  a  resort  to  the  plough,  the  loom,  the  ship, 
and  all  the  arts  by  which  it  is  given  to  man  to 
make  the  earth  at  once  his  subject  and  his  friend. 
But  let  us  also  admit  that  the  outward  life  has 
for  some  time  past  tyrannised  over  us ;  extrava- 
gantly invading  our  private  habits ;  narrowing  our 
modes  of  thought  and  sentiment ;  benumbing  our 
consciousness  of  a  spiritual  nature ;  and  impairing 
to  us  the  reality  of  God.  Let  us  own  that  the 
Di\dne  spirit  is  gone  into  distance  and  strangeness 
from  us,  and  is  hard  to  reach  ;  that  solitude  brings 
no  unspeakable  converse,  no  ready  consecration ; 
that  things  just  next  the  senses  and  understanding 
seem  nearer  to  us  than  those  that  touch  the  soul ; 
that  the  crowd  and  noise  are  too  close  and  con- 
stant on  us,  confusing  our  better  perceptions,  and 
leading  us  always  to  look  round,  seldom  to  look 
up  ;  that  the  glare  of  the  lamps  has  destroyed  the 
midnight  and  put  out  the  stars. 

Now  this  despotism  of  the  outward  over  the 
inward  life,  this  suppression  of  every  attribute  not 
immediately  wanted  for  business  or  society,  is  a 
misfortune  w'hich  every  noble  mind  will  assuredly 
withstand.  It  is  not  right  to  live  as  if  God  were 
asleep,  and  Heaven  only  a  murmur  from  his 
dreams.  It  should  make  some  difference  to  a  man, 
whether   his  Creator  be  here  in  the  present,  or 
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gone  off  into  the  past ;  vrhether  he  himself  dwells 
in  the  hollow  of  a  living  hand,  or,  Avith  nothing 
beyond  him  but  necessity,  struggles  for  his  place  in 
a  dead,  deserted  world.  And  this  difference  will 
not  be  realized,  nor  any  lofty  truth  of  character 
attained,  by  those  who  disown  the  claims  of  lonely 
thought  and  silence  in  religion. 

There  is  an  act  of  the  mind,  natural  to  the 
earnest  and  the  wise,  impossible  only  to  the  sen- 
sual and  the  fool,  healthful  to  all  who  are  sincere, 
which  has  small  place  in  modern  usage,  and  which 
few  can  now  distinguish  from  vacuity.  Those  who 
knew  what  it  was,  called  it  meditation.  It  is  not 
reading,  in  which  we  apprehend  the  thoughts  of 
others,  and  bring  them  to  our  critical  tribunal. 
It  is  not  study,  in  which  we  strive  to  master  the 
known  and  prevail  over  it,  tiU  it  lies  in  order  be- 
neath oui'  feet.  It  is  not  reasoning,  in  which  we 
seek  to  push  forward  the  empire  of  our  positive 
conceptions,  and  by  combining  what  we  have, 
reach  others  that  we  have  not.  It  is  not  delibera- 
tion, which  computes  the  particular  problems  of 
action,  reckons  up  the  forces  that  surround  our 
individual  lot,  and  projects  accordingly  the  expe- 
dient or  the  right.  It  is  not  self-scrutiny ,  which 
by  itself  is  only  shrewdness  or  at  most  science 
turned  within  instead  of  without,  and  analysing 
mental  feelings  instead  of  physical  facts.     Its  view 
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is  not  personal  and  particular,  but  universal  and 
immense, — the  sweep  of  the  nocturnal  telescope 
over  the  infinitely  great,  not  the  insight  of  the 
solar  microscope  into  the  infinitely  small.  It 
brings,  not  an  intense  self-consciousness  and  spi- 
ritual egotism,  but  almost  a  renunciation  of  indi- 
viduality, a  mingling  with  the  universe,  a  lapse  of 
our  little  drop  of  existence  into  tlie  boundless 
ocean  of  being.  It  does  not  find  for  us  our  place 
in  the  known  world,  but  loses  it  for  us  in  the  un- 
known. It  puts  nothing  clearly  beneath  our  feet, 
but  a  vault  of  awful  beauty  above  our  head.  It 
gives  us  no  matter  for  criticism  and  doubt,  but 
every  thing  for  wonder  and  for  love.  It  does  not 
suggest  indirect  demonstration,  but  furnishes 
immediate  perception  of  things  divine,  eye  to  eye 
with  the  saints,  spirit  to  spirit  with  God,  peace  to 
peace  with  Heaven.  In  thus  being  alone  with  the 
truth  of  things,  and  passing  from  shows  and  sha- 
dows into  communion  with  the  everlasting  One, 
there  is  nothing  at  all  impossible  and  out  of  reach. 
He  is  not  faded  or  slow  to  bring  us  hght,  any  more 
than  is  that  sunshine  of  his,  which  is  bright  and 
swift  as  ever.  He  was  no  nearer  to  Christ  on  Tabor 
or  in  Gethsemane,  than  to  us  this  day  and  every 
day.  Neither  the  nature  he  inspires,  nor  his  peren- 
nial inspiration,  grows  any  older  with  the  lapse  of 
time ;  every  human  being  that  is  born  is  a  first 
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man,  jfresh  in  tliis  creation,  and  as  open  to  Heaven 
as  if  Eden  were  spread  round  liim ;  and  every 
blessed  kindling  of  faitli  and  new  sanctity  is  a 
touch  of  his  spirit  as  Hving,  a  gift  as  iramediate 
from  his  exhaustless  store  of  holy  power,  as  the 
strength  that  befriended  Christ  in  temptation,  and 
the  angel-calm  that  closed  his  agony.  Is  it  not 
promised  for  ever  to  the  pure  in  heart  that  they 
shall  see  God  ?  Let  any  true  man  go  into  silence ; 
strip  liimself  of  all  pretence,  and  selfishness,  and 
sensuality  and  sluggishness  of  soul ;  lift  off  thought 
after  thought,  passion  after  passion,  till  he  reaches 
the  inmost  deep  of  all ;  remember  how  short  a 
time,  and  he  was  not  at  all ;  how  short  a  time 
again,  and  he  will  not  be  here ;  open  his  window 
and  look  upon  the  night,  how  still  its  breath,  how 
solemn  its  march,  hoAv  deep  its  perspective,  how 
ancient  its  forms  of  light ;  and  think  how  little  he 
knows  except  the  perpetuity  of  God,  and  the 
mysteriousness  of  life : — and  it  will  be  strange  if  he 
does  not  feel  the  Eternal  Presence  as  close  upon 
his  soul,  as  the  breeze  upon  his  brow ;  if  he  does 
not  say,  '  O  Lord,  art  Thou  ever  near  as  this,  and 
have  I  not  known  thee  ? ' — if  the  true  proportions 
and  the  genuine  spirit  of  life  do  not  open  on  his 
heart  with  infinite  clearness,  and  show  him  the 
littleness  of  his  temptations,  and  the  grandeur  of 
his  trust.     He  is  ashamed  to  have  found  weariness 
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in  toil  so  light,  and  tears  where  there  was  no  trial 
to  the  brave.  He  discovers  with  astonishment 
how  small  the  dust  that  has  blinded  him,  and 
from  the  height  of  a  quiet  and  holy  love,  looks 
down  with  incredulous  sorrow*  on  the  jealousies 
and  fears  and  irritations  that  have  vexed  his  life. 
A  mighty  wind  of  Resolution  sets  in  strong  upon 
him  and  freshens  the  whole  atmosphere  of  his 
soul ;  sweeping  down  before  it  the  light  flakes  of 
difficulty,  till  they  vanish  like  snow  upon  the  sea. 
He  is  imprisoned  no  more  in  a  small  compartment 
of  time,  but  belongs  to  an  eternity  which  is  now 
and  here.  The  isolation  of  his  separate  spirit 
passes  aw  ay ;  and  with  the  countless  multitude  of 
souls  akin  to  God,  he  is  but  as  a  wave  of  His  un- 
bounded deep.  He  is  at  one  with  Heaven,  and 
hath  found  the  secret  place  of  the  Almighty. 

Silence  is  in  truth  the  attribute  of  God ;  and 
those  who  seek  him  from  that  side  invariably  learu, 
that  meditation  is  not  the  dream  but  the  reality  of 
life ;  not  its  illusion  but  its  truth  ;  not  its  weakness 
but  its  strength.  Such  act  of  the  mind  is  quite 
needful,  in  order  to  rectify  the  estimates  of  the 
senses  and  the  lower  understanding,  to  shake,  off 
the  drowsy  order  of  perceptions,  in  which,  with  the 
eyes  of  the  soul  half  closed,  we  are  apt  to  dose 
away  existence  here.  Neglecting  it  now,  we  shall 
wake  into  it  hereafter,  and  find  that  we  have  been 
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walking  in  our   sleep.      It  is  necessary  even  to 
preserve  the  truthfulness  of  our  practical  life.     It 
is  always  the  tendency  of  action  to  fall  into  rou- 
tine and  become  mechanical ;  to  become  less  and 
less   dependent  on  the  lining  forces  of  the  Will, 
and  to  continue  itself  by  mere  momentum  in  the 
dii'ection  it  has  once  assumed.     When  conscience 
and  not  passion  presides  over  life,  this  tendency 
is  not  abated  but  confirmed :   for  conscience  is 
essentially   systematic,    subdues    everything   to    a 
fixed  order,  and  then  is  troubled  or  content,  ac- 
cording as  this  is  violated  or  observed.     But  the 
inner  spirit  of  the  mind,  which  all  outward  action 
should  express,  is   not   naturally  thus  inflexible  : 
it  drifts  away  from  its  old  anchorages,  and  gets 
afloat  upon  new  tides  of  thought ;  as  experience 
deepens,  existence  ceases  to  be  the  same,  and  the 
proportions  in  which  things  lie  within  our  afifec- 
tions  are  materially  changed;    as   the   ascent   of 
time  is  made,  life  is  seen  from  a  higher  point,  and 
fresh  fields  of  truth  and  duty  spread  before  our 
view.     Habit  being  conservative,  faith  and  feeling 
being  progressive,  unless  their  mutual  relation  be 
constantly  re-adjusted    by  meditation,    i\\cj  Avill 
cease  to  coi'respond,  and  become  miserably  diver- 
gent; our  action  will  not  be  true,  our  thought 
will  not  be  real ;  both  will  be  weak  and   dead  ; 
both    distrustful    as   a  culprit;    both    relying   on 
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hollow  credit,  and  empty  of  solid  wealth  ;  and  our 
whole  life,  begun  perhaps  in  the  order  of  consci- 
ence, and  moving  on  externally  the  same,  may 
become  a  semblance  and  a  cheat.  Bare  moral 
principle,  vniless  holding  of  something  more  divine, 
aflbrds  but  an  unsafe  tenure  of  the  wisdom  and 
the  strength  of  life. 

And  even  when  the  right  is  clearly  seen,  medi- 
tation is  needed  to  collect  our  powers  to  do  it.  It 
is  the  great  store-house  of  our  spiritual  dynamics, 
where  diA-ine  energies  lie  hid  for  any  enterprise, 
and  the  hero  is  strengthened  for  his  field.  All 
great  things  are  born  of  silence.  The  fury  indeed 
of  destructive  passion  may  start  up  in  the  hot 
conflict  of  life,  and  go  forth  with  tumultuous  de- 
solation. But  all  beneficent  and  creative  power 
gathers  itself  together  in  silence,  ere  it  issues  out 
in  might.  Force  itself  indeed  is  naturally  silent, 
and  only  makes  itself  heard,  if  at  all,  when  it 
strikes  upon  obstructions  to  bear  them  away  as  it 
returns  to  equilibrium  again.  The  very  hui'iicane 
that  roars  over  land  and  ocean,  flits  noiselessly 
through  spaces  where  nothing  meets  it.  The 
blessed  sunshine  says  nothing,  as  it  warms  the 
vernal  earth,  tempts  out  the  tender  grass,  and 
decks  the  field  and  forest  in  their  glory.  Silence 
came  before  creation,  and  the  heavens  were 
spread  without  a  word.     Christ  was  born  at  dead 
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of  night ;  and  though  there  has  been  no  poAver 
hke  his,  '  he  did  not  strive  nor  ciy,  neither  was 
his  voice  heard  in  the  streets/  Nowhere  can  you 
find  any  beautiful  work,  any  noble  design,  any 
durable  endeavour,  that  was  not  matured  in  long 
and  patient  silence,  ere  it  spake  out  in  its  accom- 
plishment. There  it  is  that  we  accumulate  the 
inward  power  which  we  distribute  and  sj)eud  in 
action ;  put  the  smallest  duty  before  us  in  digni- 
fied and  holy  aspects ;  and  reduce  the  severest 
hardships  beneath  the  foot  of  our  self-denial. 
There  it  is  that  the  soul,  enlarging  all  its  dimen- 
sions at  once,  acquires  a  greater  and  more  vigor- 
ous being,  and  gathers  up  its  collective  forces  to 
bear  down  upon  the  piece-meal  difficulties  of  life, 
and  scatter  them  to  dust.  There  alone  can  we 
enter  into  that  spirit  of  self-abandonment,  by 
which  we  take  up  the  cross  of  duty,  however 
heavy,  with  feet  however  worn  and  bleeding  they 
may  be.  And  thither  shall  we  return  again,  only 
into  higher  peace  and  more  triumphant  power, 
when  the  labour  is  over  and  the  victory  Avon,  and 
we  are  called  by  death  into  God's  loftiest  watch- 
tower  of  Contemplation. 
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John  v.  13. 
and  he  that  was  healed  wist  not  who  it  was. 

If  the  first  power  of  Christianity  was  embodied  in 
miracle,  it  was  in  miracle  so  distinctly  expressive 
of  its  spirit,  and  so  analogous  to  its  natural  agency 
in  the  world,  as  to  invite  rather  than  repel  our 
imitation.  Whatever  be  meant  by  the  two  great 
prseternatural  endowments  entrusted  to  its  ear- 
liest missionaries, — the  gift  of  tongues  and  the 
gift  of  healing, — they  represent  clearly  enough 
the  two  grand  functions  of  our  religion, — to  bear 
persuasion  to  the  minds,  and  bring  mercy  to  the 
physical  ills,  of  men.  On  that  summer-morning 
in  Jerusalem,  Avheu  the  men  of  Galilee  stood  forth 
within  the  temple-courts  to  preach  the  first  glad 
tidings  to  the  strangers  of  Parthia,  and  Greece, 
and    Rome,  and  with   their  speech  reached  the 
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minds  of  that  multitude  of  many  tongues,  what 
better  symbol  could  there  be  of  that  religion, 
Avhose  spirit  is  intelligible  to  all,  because  it  ad- 
dresses itself  to  the  universal  human  heart,  and 
speaks,  not  the  artificial  jargon  of  sects  and 
nations,  but  the  natural  language  of  the  affec- 
tions, Avhich  are  immortal.  And  when  the  crowd 
of  weary  sufferers  thronged  around  the  Apostles^ 
steps  in  the  city,  the  blind  supporting  the  lame, 
and  the  lame  eyes  to  the  blind;  or  when  the 
solitary  leper  saw  them  in  the  field,  and  made 
his  gesture  of  entreaty  from  afar,  and  all  were 
healed, — how  better  could  be  represented  the 
character  of  that  faith,  which  has  never  set  eyes 
on  pain  without  yielding  it  a  tear; — Avhich,  in 
proportion  as  it  has  been  cordially  embraced,  has 
sickened  the  heart  of  scenes  of  suffering  and 
blood,  and  lessened,  age  after  age,  the  stripes 
wherewith  humanity  is  stricken.  We  neither 
claim  nor  ask  for  the  cloven  tongues  of  a  diAine 
persuasion :  we  boast  not  of  any  arm  of  miracle 
which  we  can  lay  bare  in  conflict  with  disease 
and  sorrow :  but  in  the  sjnrit  of  these  acts  of 
Providence  we  may  participate.  While  fanatics 
vainly  pretend  to  repeat  their  marvellousness,  we 
may  choose  the  better  part,  and  copy  their  bene- 
ficence. The  world  needs  the  preachers  of  won- 
ders, less  than  the  apostles  of  charity. 
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And  amid  all  the  splendours  of  miracle,  nothing 
could  be  more  unostentatious  than  the  diffusion 
of  Christ^s  mercy  by  its  missionaries  in  the  days 
of  old.  Beginning  at  the  provinces  of  Palestine, 
it  passed,  from  village  to  village  of  the  interior, 
from  city  to  city  of  the  vast  empire's  various 
coast :  along  the  shores  of  Asia,  beneath  the  cita- 
dels of  Greece,  to  the  world's  great  palace  on  the 
Tiber,  it  stole  along,  fleet  and  silent  as  the  wind 
that  bloweth  where  it  listeth,  sweeping  through 
every  foul  recess,  and  leaving  health  where  it 
found  pestilence.  Our  imagination,  corrupted  by 
the  vanity  of  history,  dwells  perhaps  too  much  on 
the  more  brilliant  positions  and  marked  triumphs 
of  the  ancient  gospel.  We  follow  Paul  through 
his  vicissitudes,  and  feel  an  idle  pride  in  his  most 
conspicuous  adventures :  and  when  he  stretches 
forth  the  hand  and  speaks  before  king  Agrippa : 
when  idolaters  mistake  the  bearer  of  a  godlike 
message  for  a  god,  and  bow  before  him,  as  to 
Mercury ;  when  in  Ephesus  he  becomes  the  rival 
of  Diana,  and  ruins  the  craftsmen  of  the  silver 
shrines  ;  when  philosophy  listens  to  him  on  Areo- 
pagus, and  the  Furies  still  slumber  within  hearing 
in  their  grove, — we  vainly  think  that  he  derives 
his  greatest  dignity  from  the  scenes  in  the  midst 
of  which  he  stands,  a  contrast  and  a  stranger. 
As  we  would  deserve  the  Christian  name,  let  us 
N  2 
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look  more  deeply  into  his  mission,  and  adopt 
more  fully  tlie  spirit  of  his  mind.  Watch  him 
even  in  Rome,  where  he  dwelt,  though  a  prisoner, 
in  his  o\vn  hired  house ;  and  where  shall  we  seek 
for  him  in  that  dazzling  metropolis  ?  He  was  not 
one  to  pass  through  its  scenes  of  magnificence 
Avith  stupid  and  fanatic  indifference,  to  find  him- 
self surrounded  by  the  monuments  of  ancient 
freedom,  and  listen  for  the  first  time  to  the  very 
language  of  the  world's  conquerors,  without  catch- 
ing the  inspiration  of  history,  and  feeling  the 
solemn  shadow  of  the  past  fall  upon  him.  I  do 
not  say  that  he  never  paused  beneath  the  senate- 
house  to  think  of  the  voices  that  had  been  heard 
within  its  walls ;  or  climbed  the  caj)itol,  once  the 
palace  of  the  republic,  now  its  shrine ;  or  started 
at  the  fasces,  stern  emblem  of  a  justice  now  no 
more;  or  went  without  excitement  into  the  im- 
perial presence  through  the  very  gardens  where 
his  own  blood  should  hereafter  be  shed  in  merri- 
ment. But  his  daily  walks  passed  all  these  splen- 
dours by :  they  dived  into  the  lanes  and  subxu-bs 
on  which  no  glory  of  history  is  shed,  and  Avhich 
made  Rome  the  sink  and  curse,  while  it  was  the 
ruler,  of  the  nations  :  they  found  the  haunts  of  the 
scorned  Hebrew  :  they  startled  the  degraded  revels 
of  the  slave  :  they  sought  out  the  poor  foreigner, 
attracted  by  the  city's  wealth,  and  perishing  amid 
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its  desolation :  they  crept  to  the  pallet  on  which 
fever  and  poverty  were  stretched,  tendering  the 
land  of  restoration,  and  wliispering  the  lessons  of 
peace.  This  was  his  noblest  dignity  :  not  that 
he  publicly  pleaded  before  princes,  but  that  he 
secretly  solaced  the  outcast  and  the  friendless; 
not  that  he  paced  the  forum,  but  that  he  lingered 
in  the  dens  of  wretchedness,  and  refreshed  the 
hardened  heart  vrith.  gentle  sympathies,  and 
linked  the  aheu-with  the  fraternity  of  men,  and 
dropped  upon  the  darkest  lot  the  spirit  of  Pro- 
vidence and  of  hope.  And  what  is  true  of  this 
great  apostle,  is  true  of  the  religion  which  he 
spread,  and  which  we  profess.  Its  true  dignity 
is,  that  unseen  it  has  ever  gone  about  doing 
good.  Link  after  link  has  it  struck  from  the 
chain  of  every  human  thraldom :  error  after  error 
has  it  banished :  pain  after  pain  has  it  driven 
from  body  or  from  mind  :  and  so  silently  has  the 
blessing  come,  that  (hke  the  lame  whom  Peter 
made  to  walk)  '  he  that  was  healed  wist  not  who 
it  was.' 

It  can  never  be  unseasonable  for  those  that 
bear  the  name  of  Christ  to  imitate  his  spirit,  and 
to  address  themselves  to  the  great  mission  which 
Providence  has  assigned  to  their  religion  (that  is, 
to  themselves),  as  the  antagonist  power  to  those 
human   sufferings,   which   may   be    lightened   at 


270  ^^1.VTER  worship. 

least,  if  uot  remedied.  But  this  period  of  the 
year*  brings  with  it  a  distinet  and  pecuhar  call 
to  remember  with  a  thought  of  merey  the  several 
ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to.  Every  season  has  its 
appropriate  worship,  and  demands  an  appropriate 
recognition  :  for  each  presents  in  some  peculiar 
form  the  physical  activity  of  nature,  which  is,  in 
fact,  the  spiritual  energy  of  God.  If,  in  the 
picturesque  spirit  of  ancient  times,  we  had  our 
annual  festivals  for  remembering  the  several 
aspects  of  our  lot,  and  bringing  successively  be- 
fore the  eye  the  many-coloured  phases  of  human 
existence,  we  should  cast  lots  among  the  days  of 
spring  for  an  anniversary  of  life  and  health,  when 
earth  is  unburtheuiug  her  mighty  heart  to  God, 
and  framing  from  a  thousand  uew-born  melodies 
an  anthem  of  brilliant  praise.  For  the  celebra- 
tion of  disease  and  death  we  should  resort  to  the 
days  of  the  dechuing  year  :  and  instead  of  leap- 
ing on  the  green  sod  and  pouring  forth  the  hymn 
of  joy,  we  should  kneel  upon  the  rotting  leaves 
and  pray.  However  constant  the  %isitations  of 
sickness  and  bereavement,  the  fall  of  the  year  is 
most  thickly  strewn  with  the  fall  of  human  life. 
Everywhere  the  spirit  of  some  sad  power  seems 
to  direct    the  time  :    it  hides  from  us  the    blue 

*  This  discourse  was  preached  at  the  end  of  November. 
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heavens ;  it  makes  the  green  wave  turbid  ;  it  walks 
through  the  fields^  and  lays  the  damp^  ungathered 
harvest  low ;  it  cries  out  in  the  night-wind  and  the 
shrill  hail ;  it  steals  the  summer  bloom  from  the 
infant  cheek ;  it  makes  old  age  shiver  to  the  heart ; 
it  goes  to  the  churchyard,  and  chooses  many  a 
grave;  it  flies  to  the  bell^  and  enjoins  it  when  to 
toll.  It  is  God  that  goes  his  yearly  round ;  that 
gathers  up  the  appointed  lives ;  and,  even  where  the 
hour  is  not  come,  eugi'aves  by  pain  and  poverty 
many  a  sharp  and  solemn  lesson  on  the  heart. 

How  then  shall  we  render  the  fitting  worship 
of  the  season  ?  We  do  so,  when  we  think  of 
these  things  in  the  spirit  of  religion ;  when  we 
regard  them  in  their  relation  to  the  great  ^Vill 
which  produces  them ;  when,  instead  of  meeting 
them  in  the  spirit  of  recklessness,  or  vicAving  in 
them  the  triumph  of  disorder,  or  shrinking  from 
them  in  imbecile  fear,  we  recognise  their  position 
in  a  system  of  universal  Providence,  various  in  its 
means,  but  paternal  in  its  spirit  and  beneficent  in 
its  ends;  when  'none  of  these  things  move  us/ 
except  to  a  more  reverential  sense  of  mystery, 
and  a  serener  depth  of  trust.  In  a  season  of 
mortality,  it  is  surely  impossible  to  forget  the 
relations  of  other  scenes  to  this  :  that  departure 
from  this  life  is  birth  into  another ;  that  the  im- 
mortal  rises   where   the   mortal   falls;    that    the 
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iiircwcll  ill  the  v;ilc  below  is  followed  by  greetings 
on  the  hills  above;  so  that  if  sympathy  with 
mourners  here  permit,  the  sorrows  of  the  be- 
reaved on  earth  are  the  festival  of  the  redeemed 
ill  heaven. 

AVe  render  the  appropriate  worship  of  the  season, 
when  we  think  of  the  painful  passages  of  human 
life,  not  merely  as  proceeding  from  God,  but  as 
incident  to  our  own  lot ;  not  merely  in  the  spirit 
of  religion,  but  in  that  of  self- application.  It  is 
difficult  for  the  living  aud  the  vigorous  to  realize 
the  idea  of  sickness  and  of  death :  and  though 
within  a  few  paces  of  our  daily  walks  there  are 
beings  that  lie  in  the  last  struggle,  and  some  suf- 
ferei^'s  moan  escapes  with  every  breath  that  flies, 
yet  whenever  pain  fairly  seizes  our  persons  in  his 
grasp,  or  enters  and  usurps  our  homes,  we  start 
as  if  he  were  a  stranger.  And  perhaps  it  Avill  be 
asked,  '  Why  should  it  be  otherwise  ?  Why 
forestal  the  inevitable  day,  and  let  the  damp  cloud 
of  expectation  fall  on  the  illumined  passages  of 
life  V  I  grant  that  to  remember  the  conditions  of 
our  existence  with  such  result  as  this,  to  think  of 
them  in  an  abject  and  melancholy  spirit,  is  no  act 
of  wisdom  or  of  duty.  I  know  of  no  obligation  to 
live  with  an  imagination  ever  haunted  by  mor- 
tality ;  to  deem  every  enjoyment  dangerous,  lest 
it  cheat  the  heart  into  a  happy  repose  upon  the 
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present,  and  every  piu'suit  a  snare,  which  fairly 
embarks  the  affections  upon  this  world ;  to  con- 
sider all  things  here  devoid  of  any  good  purpose, 
except  to  tempt  us.  The  theory  which  crowds  this 
life  with  trials  and  the  other  with  rewards,  which 
brightens  the  future  only  by  blackening  the  pre- 
sent, which  supposes  that  the  only  proper  office  of 
our  residence  here  is  to  keep  up  one  prolonged 
meditation  on  the  hereafter,  is  a  mere  burlesque 
of  nature  and  the  gospel.  Futurity  is  not  to  mar, 
but  to  mend  our  activity  ;  and  earth  is  not  given 
that  we  may  win  the  reversion  of  heaven,  so  much 
as  heaven  revealed  to  ennoble  our  tenure  of  earth. 
I  know  of  no  peculiar  preparation  for  immortality 
beyond  the  faithful  performance  of  the  best  func- 
tions of  mortal  hfe  :  and  if  it  were  not  that  these 
will  be  more  wisely  discharged,  and  the  attendant 
blessings  more  truly  felt,  by  those  who  remember 
the  sadder  conditions  of  our  lot  than  by  those  who 
forget  them,  there  would  be  no  reason  why  they 
should  ever  appear  before  the  thoughts.  But  they 
Sire  facts,  solemn  and  inevitable  facts,  which  come 
with  least  crushing  power  on  those  who  see  them 
from  afar,  and  become  reconciled  to  them,  and 
even  fill  them  by  forethought  with  peaceful  sug- 
gestion. The  sense  of  their  possibility  breaks 
through  the  superficial  crust  of  life,  and  stirs  up 
the  deeper  aflectious  of  our  nature.  It  refines  the 
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sacrcdiiess  of  every  human  tie  :  it  dignifies  the 
chiims  of  duty  :  it  freshens  the  emotions  of  con- 
science :  it  gives  promptitude  to  the  efforts  of 
sympathy  :  and  elevates  the  whole  attitude  of  life. 
But,  above  all,  we  pay  the  fitting  worship  of  the 
season,  when  we  greet  its  peculiar  ills  in  the  spb'it 
of  humanity  :  when  we  think  of  them,  not  simply 
as  they  come  from  God,  and  may  come  to  ourselves, 
but  as  they  actually  do  befaU  our  neighbours  and 
fellow  men.  It  Avere  selfish  to  gather  round  our 
firesides,  and  circulate  the  laugh  of  cheerfulness 
and  health,  without  a  thought  or  deed  of  pity  for 
the  poor  suff'erers  that  struggle  with  the  winter 
storms  of  nature  or  of  life.  Who  can  help  looking 
at  this  season  with  a  more  considerate  and  reve- 
rential eye  upon  the  old  man,  to  think  where  he 
may  be  ?  Year  after  year  he  has  been  shaken  by 
the  December  winds,  but  not  yet  shaken  to  his 
fall :  deeper  and  deeper  the  returning  frost  has 
crept  into  his  nature, — and  will  it  reach  the 
life-stream  now  ?  You  watch  him,  as  you  would 
the  last  pendulous  leaf  of  the  forest,  still  held  by 
some  capricious  fibre,  that  refuses  perhaps  to  part 
with  it  to  the  storm,  and  then  drops  it  slowly 
through  the  still  aii".  You  gaze  at  him  as  he 
stands  before  you,  and  wonder  that  you  can  ever 
do  so  without  awe ;  for  the  Aisible  margin  of  exist- 
ence crumbles  beneath  him,  and  he  slips  into  the 
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unfatlioraable.  And,  as  tlie  tempest  wakes  us  on 
our  pilloWj  it  is  but  common  justice  to  our  human 
heart,  to  send  out  a  thought  over  the  cohl  and 
vexed  sea  in  search  of  the  poor  mariner  that 
buffets  with  the  night,  or  perhaps  sinks  in  that 
most  lonely  of  deaths,  between  the  black  heavens 
that  pelt  him  from  above  and  the  insatiable  waste 
that  swallows  him  below.  Nor  will  generous  and 
faithful  souls  forget  the  dingy  cellar  or  the  crowded 
hovel,  where  in  a  neighbouring  street  the  fevered 
sufferer  lies,  and  the  ravings  of  delirium  and  the 
sports  of  children  are  heard  together,  or  life  is 
ebbing  away  in  consumption,  hurried  to  its  close 
by  the  chill  breath  of  poverty  and  winter.  O 
could  we  but  see  the  dread-  gripe  of  v>  ant  and 
disease  upon  hundreds  of  this  community  at  this 
moment,  and  hear  the  cries  of  hungry  children 
and  the  moan  of  untended  sickness,  the  only  diffi- 
culty would  be  not  to  stimulate  our  generosity  to 
do  enough,  but  to  persuade  it  to  work  out  its  good 
with  patience  and  with  wisdom  ! 

And  here  indeed  is  a  difficulty,  which  every 
considerate  mind  will  feel  to  be  grave,  and  even 
terrible.  The  multitude  of  miseries  spread  around 
us  make  humanity  easy,  a  wise  direction  of  its 
impulses,  most  difficult ;  the  very  spectacle  which 
gives  to  benevolence  its  intensity,  throws  it  also 
into  despair.     The  perplexity  arises  partly  from 
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the  state  of  society  in  which  we  live ;  from  rela- 
tions among  its  several  classes  altogether  new, 
and  rendering  the  ancient  and  traditional  methods 
of  doing  good  in  a  great  degree  inapplicable.  A 
slave-owning  or  feudal  community,  by  killing  out 
from  the  great  mass  of  men  everything  above  the 
rank  of  hunger,  reduces  the  oflSce  of  compassion 
within  a  very  narrow  compass  :  and  the  dish  from 
the  rich  man's  table,  or  the  garment  from  his 
wardrobe,  sent  as  to  the  domestic  animals  of  his 
estate,  to  stop  their  cries  and  soothe  them  to  sleep, 
are  the  only  boons  that  are  required,  or  possibly 
that  can  be  given  without  peril  of  social  revolution. 
Happily, — yet  not  without  miich  unhappiness  too, 
— such  revolution  is  now  effected  or  in  progress  ; 
greatly  through  the  influence  of  that  Christianity, 
which  pronounces  all  to  be  children  of  One  who  *is 
no  respecter  of  persons ;'  and  assures  us  that 
whenever  we  say  '  Be  thou  warmed  and  filled,'  it  is 
no  other  than  'a  brother  or  sistei''  that  comes 
l)efore  us  '  naked  and  destitute  of  daily  food.'  Our 
current  notions  of  benevolence  have  descended  to 
us  from  the  recent  times  of  feudalism :  yet  we  are 
conscious  that  they  do  not  come  up  to  the  higher 
demands  which  have  arisen,  or  adapt  themselves 
to  the  new  intellectual  and  moral  wants  comprised 
in  any  Christian  estimate  of  the  poor  of  this  world. 
The  ease  of  ancient  condescension  is  gone  :    the 
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graceful  recognition  of  liuman  brotlierliood  is  not 
attained.  To  aim  at  making  men  like  ourselves 
into  creatures  with  enougli  to  eat, — though  a  thing 
unrealized  as  yet, — is  felt  to  be  insufficient ;  and 
how  to  raise  them  into  the  likeness  of  the  children 
of  God  we  cannot  tell, — the  ver}^  notion  receiving 
at  present  but  a  timid  acknowledgment.  This, 
however,  if  we  are  in  earnest,  is  but  a  temporary 
difficulty,  attending  on  a  state  of  hesitancy  and 
transition.  Let  the  mind  fairly  emancipate  itself 
from  that  debasing  valuation  of  a  human  being 
which  the  mere  sentiments  of  property  would 
dictate ; — trust  itself,  with  high  faith,  to  the 
equalizing  spirit  of  Christian  piety  and  hope ;  and 
in  paying,  to  all,  the  reverence  due  to  an  immortal, 
it  will  attain  to  the  freedom  and  power  of  a  divine 
love :  it  will  speak  to  sorrow  with  the  voice  of 
another  Christ,  and  restore  his  hohest  miracles  of 
mercy.  Who  can  doubt,  that  were  his  spirit  here, 
the  work  of  good  need  not  despair  ? 

But,  for  want  of  this  spirit  in  perpetuity, 
another  obstacle  obstructs  the  coui'se  of  bewil- 
dered charity.  We  form  our  good  intentions  too 
late :  and  while  benevolence,  to  be  successful, 
must  work  in  the  way  of  prevention  and  antici- 
pation,— at  the  very  least  putting  resolutely  down 
each  confused  and  hurtful  thing  as  it  appears, — 
men  rarely  bestir  themselves  till  evils  get  a-liead 
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and  by  no  cft'ort  cau  well  be  overtaken.  The 
pliysical,  moral  and  religious  condition  of  the 
poor,  which  in  our  days  begin  to  excite  so  much 
attention,  should  have  been  studied  thus  half  a 
century  ago;  easy  in  comparison  had  it  then 
been  to  prevent  the  ills  which  now  we  know  not 
how  to  cure.  We  permit  a  generation  to  grow 
up  neglected,  with  habits  a  grade  below  their 
fathers';  and  then  consider  how  they  may  be 
reclaimed.  We  suffer  a  new  manufacture  to  start 
into  existence,  and  seize,  with  the  hands  of  a 
needy  giant,  on  infant  labour  :  and  when  it  has 
appropriated  a  generation  to  itself,  and  boldly 
insists  on  its  prescriptive  right  to  be  fed  for  ever 
from  the  same  hfe-blood  of  our  humanity,  we  look 
round  on  the  degenerate  bodies  and  stunted 
minds  of  an  enormous  population,  and  begin  to 
cry  out  for  an  eflBcient  public  education,  against 
which  the  immediate  physical  interests  of  poor  as 
well  as  rich  are  now  combined.  The  Providence 
of  God  is  retributory  :  and  too  often  it  happens 
that  the  sinful  negligence  of  one  age  cannot  be 
repaired  by  the  penitent  benevolence  of  many : 
the  unpaid  debt  accumulates  its  interest,  till  dis- 
charge becomes  impossible :  misery  grows  im- 
patient and  clamorous  ;  and  repays  at  length  in 
fury  the  injuries  inflicted  by  ancient  wantonness 
and   neglect.     Neither   in   communities,    nor   in 
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individuals,  does  God  give  eucouragement  to 
death-bed  repentance  :  and  societies  that  trust  to 
it  shall  find  themselves,  after  short  delay,  under 
the  lash  of  demons  and  near  the  seat  of  Hell. 
Let  them  be  timely  wise,  and  maintain  the  vigils 
of  benevolence,  Avhile  the  accepted  hour  remains. 

Amid  all  controversies  respecting  the  quarter 
from  which  the  assault  on  the  evils  of  indigence  is 
best  commenced,  whether  the  physical  wants 
should  be  remedied  through  the  moral,  or  the 
moral  through  the  physical,  whether  most  is  to  be 
hoped  for  from  legislative  measures,  or  from  indi- 
vidual efforts,  one  principle  may  be  regarded  as 
certain,  and,  considering  the  tendencies  of  our 
age,  not  unseasonable.  You  cannot  mechanise 
benevolence  :  you  cannot  put  Christian  love  into 
an  act  of  ParUament,  or  a  subscription-list :  and 
however  necessary  may  be  the  remedial  action  of 
laws  and  institutions,  on  account  of  the  compre- 
hensive scale  of  their  operation,  the  ties  between 
man  and  man  can  be  drawn  closer  only  by  per- 
sonal agency.  Not  one  new  sympathy  can  arise 
but  by  the  contact  between  mind  and  mind  :  in 
the  spiritual  world  life  is  born  only  of  life  :  nor  is 
any  abrogation  possible  of  that  law  of  God  which 
requires  that  we  seek  whatever  we  would  save. 
The  good  comfort  which  with  willing  soul  we 
tender  to  each  other  is  of  all  things  most  precious 
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to  the  licart.  As  the  blow  of  calamity  falls  with 
three-fold  weight  when  it  descends  from  the  in- 
justice of  men,  so  the  deliverance  brought  by  their 
pity  and  aftection  is  a  blessing  infinitely  multi- 
plied. The  oue  poisons  and  prevents  our  submis- 
sion, as  to  a  will  of  God ;  the  other  sweetens  and 
elevates  our  gratitude  to  him :  the  one  cancels, 
the  other  creates,  what  is  most  divine  in  the 
dispensation.  Only  so  far  as  there  is  a  '  charity ' 
that  '  never  faileth '  from  the  souls  of  men,  can 
they  live  in  communion  together  on  this  earth : 
and  from  Christendom  every  '  faith  '  shall  be  cast 
out  as  a  dead  heathenism,  except  such  as  '  worketh 
bv  love.^ 


XIX. 

THE  GREAT  YEAR  OF  PROVIDENCE. 


2  Peter  hi.  4. 

where  is  the  promise  of  his  coming?  for,  since  the 
fathers  fell  asleep,  all  things  continue  as  they 
were  from  the  beginning  of  the  creation, 

Christ  quitted  the  world  in  benediction^  and  left 
upon  it  a  legacy  of  inextinguishable  hope.  The 
first  manifestation  of  the  hopeful  spirit  of  his 
religion  was  in  the  expectation,  confidently  held 
by  the  Apostles  and  their  followers,  that  within 
'that  generation^  he  would  return  from  heaven 
in  triumph,  gather  together  a  faithful  community, 
exterminate  the  ills  of  human  life,  and  become 
monarch  over  a  renovated  and  immortal  world. 
Sufferers  of  every  class  (and  the  church  had 
mercy  for  them  all)  laid  this  hope  to  heart,  and 
stood  silent  beneath  scorn  and  persecution,  be- 
lieving that  the  lashes  of  oppression  were  num- 
bered now.     As   the  years   passed   on,  and  the 
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outer  limits  of  the  generation  were  approached, 
the  flusli  of  expectation  became  more  intense. 
One  after  another  the  Apostles  dropped  off, 
"without  witnessing  the  desire  of  their  eyes  :  till  at 
last  the  protracted  life  of  John  became  the  soli- 
taiT  and  fragile  thread  on  which  this  splendid 
anticipation  hung.  He  too  died,  and  Jesus  had 
not  returned  :  and  the  church,  unwilling  to  confess 
its  disappointment,  extended  the  term  of  hope  by 
a  liberal  construction  of  the  promise.  Here  and 
there  among  the  communities  of  disciples  there 
lingered  a  few  aged  men,  whose  life  reached 
back  to  the  years  of  Christ's  ministry :  and  tiU 
they  were  gone,  it  was  not  too  late  for  the  Son  of 
Man  to  come.  Expectation  became  more  anxious 
and  feverish  every  year :  passing  events  were 
perverted  into  auguries  of  its  impending  realiza- 
tion :  the  rout  of  an  army,  the  incursion  of  a  new 
invader,  the  rumour  of  an  earthquake,  the  blaze 
of  meteor  by  night,  or  a  stroke  of  lightning  upon 
a  Pagan  shrine,  was  caught  at  with  breathless 
eagerness,  and  watched  as  a  herald  to  the  last  act 
of  human  things.  But  as  storm  after  storm 
passed  off  and  brought  no  change ;  as  life  after 
life  disappeared,  and  even  rumour  could  find, 
nowhere  a  surviving  representative  of  Christ's 
generation,  hope  fainted  into  doubt ;  and  despair 
broke  loose  and  cried,  '  Where  is  the  promise  of 
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his  coming  ?  for  since  the  fathers  fell  asleep^  all 
things  continue  as  they  were  from  the  beginning 
of  the  creation/  No  brilliant  exultation  longer 
cheered  the  woes  of  the  church  and  of  the  world  : 
they  fell  back  again  with  their  dull  weight  upon 
the  heart.  The  Christian  mother  wept  now  for 
her  martyred  son,  whom,  in  the  thought  of  instant 
restoration,  she  had  forgot  to  mourn  :  the  despised 
teacher  began  to  cower  before  the  Heathen^s  or 
the  Hebrew's  scorn,  which  he  knew  no  longer  how 
to  answer :  and  the  irons  of  the  Christian  field- 
slave,  to  which  for  years  his  faith  had  given  a 
fai'ewell  look  each  night  before  he  slept,  grew 
heaAy  on  his  limbs  again. 

Almost  eighteen  hundred  years  separate  us  from 
the  disappointment  of  this  singular  expectation ; 
and  the  calmness  with  which  we  can  look  back  on 
a  scene  so  distant,  enables  us  to  draw  from  it  a 
sacred  lesson  of  Providence.  Well  might  God 
rebuke  and  disappoint  this  affectionate  but  erring 
hope  :  for  what  did  it  assume  ? — That  a  few  years' 
preaching  of  a  pure  religion,  and  the  forciljle  en- 
thronement upon  earth  of  one  who  had  lived  in 
heaven,  were  all  that  was  necessary  for  perfecting 
the  world,  for  driving  sin  and  sorrow  from  the 
hearts  and  homes  of  men,  and  giving  life  its  final 
sanctity.  How  imperfect  was  the  estimate  of  this 
regenerative  work,  Avhicli  could  assign  it  to  iustru- 
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raents  so  inadequate,  and  a  process  so  brief !  God 
has  tanglit  us  now,  that  a  moral  change  so  various 
and  stupendous,  implying  the  civilization  of  bar- 
barism, the  illumination  of  the  ignorant,  the 
rescue  of  the  oppressed,  the  pacification  of  nations, 
the  multiplication  of  Christ's  own  spirit  of  hu- 
manity over  the  globe,  is  not  to  be  Avrought  in  an 
hour  by  Omnipotence  itself;  is  beyond  the  reach 
of  any  mechanical  scheme  of  rule,  though  con- 
ducted by  beings  of  another  Avorld ;  and  must 
wait  on  the  silent  operation  of  those  spiritual  laws 
of  the  human  mind,  M'hich  neither  the  indindual 
nor  the  race  can  be  permitted  to  outstrip.  We 
look  back  over  the  centuries  by  which  we  have 
retired  from  the  fountains  of  our  faith,  and  learn 
how  solemn  is  the  task  of  Providence  on  earth  : 
for  he  labours  at  it  still :  and  though  its  progress 
has  been  visible  to  this  hour,  it  seems  but  starting 
on  its  cycle  yet. 

"Who  will  not  confess  a  strong  sympathy  with 
the  early  Christians'  delight,  in  anticipating  cer- 
tain great  and  divine  revolutions  within  their  own 
generation  ?  That  human  life  is  too  short  to 
witness  the  fruits  of  its  own  efforts,  that  it  scatters 
in  seed-time,  but  may  not  put  the  sickle  to  its  own 
harvest,  that  its  whole  career  from  infancy  to  age 
scarce  measures  a  solitary  step  in  the  march  of  hu- 
manity, has  always  been  felt  to  be  an  arrangement 
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hard  to  bear.     And  there  is  a  peculiar  fascination 
in    the   thought   of  personally    experiencing   the 
realization  of  one's  social  dreams,  of  quickening  a 
too  tardy  Providence  to  the  pace  of  our  fleeting 
years,  and  finding  the  race  of  man  give  promise 
of  perfection  dm^ing  our  mortal  instead  of  our 
immortal  lives.     It  is  the  severest  and  sublimest 
duty  of  philanthropy  to  toil  in  faith  and  die  in 
tears ;  to   grapple  with  ills  that  must  survive  it, 
and  may  destroy ;  to  remonstrate  with  oppression, 
and  only  see  its   gripe  tiglitened  on  its  victim  in 
revenge.     The  mistake  of  the  early  church  is  not 
theirs  alone  :  it  is  a  human,  rather  than  a  theolo- 
gical error.     All  men  have  the  prime  element  of 
such  a  superstition  in  themselves ;  an  impatience 
at  the  slow  step   of  advancement,   an  eagerness 
for  some  Aasible  and  palpable  progress  in  every 
thing  which  is  thought  capable  of  indefinite  im- 
provement.    Such   'delusion'   is  the  only  way  in 
which  the  human  soul  can  get  into  God's  '  ever- 
lasting NOW.'     Yet,  while  really  springing  from  a 
noble  faith,  it  produces,  in  its  reaction,  many  an 
ignoble  doubt.     This  disposition  looks,  for  exam- 
ple, at  the  individual  mind;  and  seeing  it  become 
stationary,  the  dull  slave  of  habit,  declares  that  it 
cannot   be  immortal.      Or  it   contemplates   the 
general  community  of  men  ;  and  imagining  it  little 
superior  to  some  former  condition  of  the  world, 
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denies  it  the  hope  of  unlimited  amelioration.  This 
spirit  of  despondency  is  especially  liable  to  ^dsit 
us,  when  we  stand  at  one  of  the  pauses  of  our 
time, — at  tlie  end  of  a  season,  of  a  year,  of  a  life, 
— of  any  unit  that  has  had  a  predecessor,  and  will 
have  a  successor,  just  like  itself :  still  more  perhaps, 
when  we  re^dew  the  progress  (ever  small  compared 
with  our  desires)  of  some  benevolent  work,*  to 
whicli,  from  its  maguitude  and  character,  we  can 
see  uo  definite  termination.  The  retrospect  of  a 
few  years  often  seems  to  exhibit  to  us  a  sameness 
the  most  depressing  ;  to  show  us  how  little  we  have 
done  J  to  persuade  us  that, — as  if  in  rebuke  of  our 
hopes, — '  all  things  continue  as  they  were,'  and  no 
advent  of  a  better  life  is  heralded  as  yet.  The 
same  evils  which  met  our  eye  and  our  pity  of  old, 
encounter  us  this  day :  and  if  in  any  instances 
they  have  been  cancelled,  others,  not  less  frightful, 
seem  ever  ready  to  rush  up  into  their  place  :  so 
that,  in  turning  to  the  future,  no  visible  end  ap- 
pears to  the  saddening  task  of  Christian  mercy. 
Under  the  influence  of  this  thought,  the  mind  is 
haunted  and  harassed  bv  the  image  of  all  things 
circulating ;  whii'ling  in  mysterious  self-repetition ; 
looking  in  upon  us  with  the  fixed  full  eye  of  an 

*  This  Discourse  was  preached  in  behalf  of  the  London 
Domestic  Mission,  April  1841. 
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ancient  fatalism.  And  we  are  deluded  into  the 
fear  that  nothing  is  ever  to  be  better;  that  our 
faith  in  the  progress  of  our  religion  and  our  kind 
must  be  dragged  into  the  vortex  of  a  wearisome 
periodicity^  and  expire  in  the  exclamation,  'Where 
is  the  promise  of  his  coming  ?  for  since  the  fathers 
fell  asleep,  all  things  continue  as  they  were  from 
the  beginning  of  the  creation/ 

This  distressing  impression  might  be  relieved,  if 
we  could  only  discriminate,  by  any  rule,  between 
those  series  of  events  which  are  periodical,  and 
those  which  are  eternal ; — between  those  changes 
in  the  moral  world  which  visibly  complete  them- 
selves, and  those  which  at  least  may  be  intermin- 
able. Change  of  some  kind  is  the  law  of  the 
universe :  every  thing  which  God  does  is  progres- 
sive :  and  the  present  question  is,  whether  any  of 
his  progressions  having  reference  to  human  beings 
appear  to  run  on  into  infinitude  ? 

Now  in  seeking  for  an  answer  to  this  question, 
we  are  encountered  by  an  apparent  law  of  the 
organised,  or  at  all  events  of  the  sentient  creation, 
of  a  truly  remai'kable  character ; — a  law  which, 
though  discernible  only  in  fragments  and  inter- 
rupted by  seeming  exceptions,  holds  with  sufficient 
consistency  to  disclose  the  general  method  of 
nature ; — viz.,  that  in  proportion  to  the  excellence 
and  dignity  of  any  form  of  existence,  is  it  long  in 
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coming  to  maturity ;  that  the  cycles  of  things  arc 
gi'eat,  in  proportion  to  tlicir  worth.  It  is  needless 
to  say  that  there  is  no  other  criterion  of  the  worth 
of  a  being  than  the  magnitude  of  its  capacities, 
and  the  number  of  its  functions. 

In  glancing  our  eye  up  the  chain  of  animal 
races,  however  difficult  it  m.iy  be  to  arrange  them 
symmetrically  in  an  ascending  series,  tlie  outlines 
of  this  law  are  surely  sufficiently  obvious.  The 
creatures  which,  by  universal  consent,  would  be 
placed  at  the  lower  end  of  the  scale,  seem  to  come 
into  life  perfect  at  once,  or,  jf  they  grow,  to  grow 
only  in  quantity  :  as  if  of  an  existence  so  inferior 
no  part  could  be  spared  as  preface  to  the  rest.  The 
perfect  formation  of  creatm'cs  of  a  superior  order 
divides  itself  into  several  distinguishable  stages  : 
and  the  greater  the  number  of  faculties  and  in- 
stincts, the  longer  is  the  period  set  apart  for  the 
process  of  development.  The  lion  has  a  longer 
infancy  than  the  sheep,  and  the  sagacious  elephant 
than  either.  The  human  being,  lord  of  this  lower 
world,  is  conducted  to  this  supremacy  through  a 
vet  more  protracted  ascent :  none  of  the  creatures 
that  he  rules  have  an  infancy  so  helpless  or  so 
lasting :  none  furnish  themselves  so  slowly  with 
the  knowledge  needful  for  self-subsistence  : — as  if 
to  him  time  were  no  object,  and  no  elaboration  of 
growth  were  too  great  for  his  futurity. 
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Compare  also  the  different  faculties  and  feelings 
of  the  individual  human  mind.  You  find  them 
appear  in  the  order  of  their  excellence  ;  the  noblest 
approaching  their  maturity  the  last.  Sensation, 
which  belongs  to  man  in  common  with  all  other 
sentient  beings,  is  the  endowment  of  his  earliest 
days.  Memory,  which  simply  prevents  experience 
from  perishing,  which  furnishes  language  to  the 
lips,  and  preserves  the  materials  of  the  past  for 
future  treatment  by  the  mind,  ripens  next.  The 
understanding,  which  makes  incursions  and  wins 
trophies  in  the  field  of  abstract  truth,  which  de- 
vises measures  for  the  dimensions  of  space  and 
the  successions  of  time,  and  the  great  physical 
movements  that  circulate  within  them,  is  of  later 
origin :  while  the  great  inventive  power  which 
distinguishes  all  genius,  which  seems  to  sympa- 
thise with  the  devising  spirit  of  the  Artificer  of 
things,  and  apprehend  by  natural  affinity  the  most 
subtle  relations  he  has  established,  and  anticipate 
by  mysterious  intimacy  the  future  secrets  of  na- 
ture, and  from  old  and  gross  ingredients  create 
the  useful,  the  beautiful,  the  true,  is  the  last  as  it 
is  the  rarest  and  most  glorious  of  intellectual 
gifts.  And  the  moral  powers, — so  far  as  they  can 
be  regarded  separately  from  these, — arc  seen  and 
felt  expanding  later  still.  The  true  appreciation 
of  action  and  character,  the  faithful  and  impartial 

VOL.  I.  o 
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love  of  uhiitcver  tilings  arc  pure  and  good,  the 
correct  and  profound  estimate  of  life,  the  serenest 
spirit  of  diity  and  of  faith,  are  scarcely  found  till 
most  of  the  lessons  of  our  mortal  state  have  been 
read,  and  the  soul  has  caught  some  snatches  of 
inspiration  from  the  '  still  sad  music  of  humanity.' 
We  may  even  say,  that  perhaps  all  our  faculties 
do  not  develop  themselves  here ;  and  whole  classes 
of  emotions  and  conceptions  may  wait  to  be  born 
beneath  other  influences.  Certain  at  least  it  is, 
that  one  who  dies  in  infancy  can  have  little  idea 
of  anything  beyond  sensation ;  that  one  who  falls 
in  childhood  cannot  know  the  toils  and  triumphs 
of  the  pui'c  reason  ;  that  one  who  dies  in  youth 
has  not  yet  learned  the  sense  of  pow'cr  which  be- 
longs to  the  practised  exercise  of  creative  thought, 
and  the  sacred  peace  of  disinterested  duty  long 
tried  in  trembling  and  in  tears.  Certain  too  it  is, 
that  to  the  open  mind  fresh  gleamings  enter  to  the 
last;  strange  stirrings  of  diviner  sympathies; 
waves  of  thin  transparent  light  flitting  tlu'ough 
the  spaces  of  the  aged  mind,  like  the  Aurora  of 
the  North  across  the  wintry  sky.  Even  when 
'  maturity'  has  been  passed  then,  we  may  die,  per- 
adventure,  ignorant  of  the  secret  fountains  of 
illumination  that  may  be  sequestered  in  the  re- 
cesses of  our  nature :  and  when  we  depart  at 
three-score  years  and  ten,  our  experience  may  be 
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as  truly  imperfect^ — as  much  a  mere  fragment, — 
as  when  we  lapse  in  a  mortality  called  falsely 
'  premature.' 

From  the  individual  mind  turn  to  the  succes- 
sive developments  of  society  at  large ;  and  the 
same  law  is  perceptible  still;  that  the  superior 
attributes  are  of  the  longest  growth.  The  most 
rapid  of  social  changes  is  found  in  the  progress  of 
material  civilization  ;  and  certainly  it  is  the  least 
dignified  element  in  the  general  advancement, 
though  essential  to  the  rest.  Of  the  rapidity  with 
which  a  new  art  ma}''  be  perfected,  new  channels 
of  commerce  filled,  a  new  manufacture  start  into 
gigantic  existence,  no  age  or  country  affords  more 
striking  instances  than  our  own.  Let  gain  supply 
the  adequate  motive;  and  a  few  years  suffice  to 
reclaim  the  wilderness,  and  make  the  harvest  wave 
where  before  the  forest  rose ;  or  to  cover  the  soil 
with  cities,  busy  with  congregated  labour ;  or  to 
enliven  the  sea  with  traffic,  where  none  had  dis- 
tiirbed  its  solitudes  before.  How  much  longer 
does  it  require  to  penetrate  the  mass  of  a  com- 
munity with  knowledge ;  to  fill  a  land  with  intel- 
ligence, than  to  throng  it  with  life  !  Even  in  the 
long  lives  of  nations,  few  have  arrived  at  that  sea- 
son, when  the  demand  for  general  instruction 
naturally  appears,  and  the  truth  goes  forth,  that 
the  people  are  not  a  herd  of  mere  animals  or 
o2 
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instruments  of  mere  wealth,  but  beings  of  rational 
natnrc,  who  have  a  right  to  their  powers  of 
thought :  and  even  where  this  demand  has  arisen, 
scarce  a  people  yet  have  lived  long  enough  to 
answer  it.  The  morality  of  a  community  cannot 
be  matured  till  its  intelligence  is  unfolded  :  in 
societies,  as  in  individuals,  character  cannot  set, 
till  reason  has  blossomed.  The  pure  tastes  of 
virtue  cannot  be  looked  for  in  those  who  have 
never  been  led  beyond  their  senses ;  nor  even  a 
wise  self-interest  be  expected,  where  no  habits  of 
foresight  have  been  acquired,  and  the  intellect  has 
not  been  taught  to  respect  the  future.  I  do  not 
even  suppose  that  the  moral  amelioration  of  a 
country  immediately  follows  on  the  '  diffusion  of 
knowledge.'  On  the  spread  of  education  it  may  : 
but  it  must  be  an  education  which  comprises  a 
principle  of  sympathy  as  well  as  of  instruction ; 
which  has  a  discipline  for  the  heart  as  well  as  for 
the  understanding;  which  remembers  the  com- 
posite structure  of  our  nature,  and  applies  know- 
ledge to  no  more  than  its  proper  office  of  enlight- 
ening the  reason,  and  summons  up  feelings  of 
right  as  the  fit  antagonists  to  passions  that  tend 
to  wrong.  But  slower  still  than  this  is  the  reli- 
gious civilization  of  a  country :  so  that  the  history 
of  a  rehgion  is  usually  a  much  longer  and  vaster 
one  than  the  history  of  any  people ;  a  faith  em- 
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bracing  many  nations,  but  no  nation  many  faiths. 
The  most  sacred  ideas  attach  themselves  witli 
the  greatest  tenacity  to  the  mind ;  ent^^•ine  them- 
selves with  the  principles  of  action  and  forms  of 
the  affections ;  and  being  most  distrustful  of 
change,  are  most  tardy  of  improvement.  The  his- 
tory of  the  past  confirms  these  positions.  Those 
countries  whose  progress  has  been  the  noblest 
and  most  durable,  have  attained  their  eminence 
by  slow  and  imperceptible  steps.  And,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  oriental  tribes  that  have  rushed 
into  sudden  splendour,  have  either  stopped  with 
the  material  or  at  best  the  intellectual  form  of 
greatness,  without  rising  into  the  moral  and  spiri- 
tual :  or  else,  their  religion,  resting  on  no  ade- 
quate substrata  of  the  lower  ingredients  of  civili- 
zation, wanted  an  element  of  stabihty  j  manifesting 
the  nomadic  strength  for  conquest  and  weakness 
for  repose ;  and  becoming  enervated  by  the  arts 
and  opulence  and  science  which  it  first  called  into 
existence,  and  then  could  not  command. 

Wherever  we  look  then, —  to  the  chain  of  animal 
existence,  to  the  faculties  of  the  individual  mind, 
or  the  stages  of  collective  society, — we  discover 
distinct  traces  of  the  same  general  law ;  that  in 
proportion  to  the  excellence  of  any  form  of  being, 
is  its  progress  tardy  and  its  cycle  vast.  Contract 
the  limits  of  any  nature,  and  its  changes  become 
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(liiick  aiul  visil)le  :  enlarge  them,  and  its  vibra- 
tions become  slow  and  majestic.  On  the  surface 
of  a  poolj  the  wind  raises  rapid  billows  that  would 
agitate  an  insect ;  on  the  ocean,  mighty  oscilla- 
tions that  give  a  frigate  time  to  think.  '  Like 
tide  there  is  in  the  afiairs  of  men  •'  and  if  we 
think  nobly  of  the  great  element  on  which  it 
ndes,  if  we  take  humanity  to  be  no  foul  and  shal- 
low marsh,  but  a  boundless  and  unfathomable 
deep,  we  shall  not  marvel  that  our  little  life  scarce 
feels  its  deliberate  and  solemn  sweep.  Why,  even 
in  physical  natui'e,  the  more  complex  and  exten- 
sive any  system  of  bodies  is,  the  longer  is  the 
period  of  its  revolution,  and  the  less  perceptible 
its  velocity  as  a  whole.  Our  single  earth,  re- 
vohing  round  the  sun,  soon  comes  to  the  point 
from  which  it  started :  add  the  moon  to  it,  and 
the  three  orbs  demand  a  greatly  increased  dura- 
tion to  return  to  the  same  relative  position  :  col- 
lect the  planets  into  a  group,  and  their  cycles  of 
return,  when  every  perturbation  shall  have  had  its 
revolution,  and  they  shall  look  at  each  other  as 
they  did  at  first,  becomes  immense,  and,  in  our 
poor  conceptions,  almost  coincides  with  eternity 
itself:  and  the  solar  system,  as  a  whole,  is  travel- 
ling on  all  the  while,  astronomers  assure  us,  to- 
wards the  constellation  Hercules.  Such  are  the 
natural  periods  of  the  moral  world,  in  proportion  to 
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the  grandeur  of  its  parts  aud  relations ;  sucli,  the 
tendencies  of  man  and  society,  considered  as  a 
complex  whole  :  however  insensible  the  parallax 
of  their  progression,  they  doubtless  gravitate  in- 
cessantly to  some  distant  constellation  in  the  uni- 
verse of  brilliant  possibilities,, — to  some  space  in 
the  future  where  dwell  and  move  forms  of  power 
and  of  good  which  it  is  no  fable  to  beheve  gigantic 
and  godlike. 

In  proportion  then  as  we  think  well  of  our 
nature  and  of  our  kind ;  in  proportion  as  we 
estimate  worthily  the  task  of  Providence  in  ri- 
pening a  world  of  souls,  shall  we  be  reconciled 
to  the  tardy  and  interrupted  steps  by  which  the 
work  proceeds.  We  shall  be  content  and  trustful, 
though  our  personal  portion  of  the  work,  and  even 
the  sum  of  our  combined  endeavours  while  we 
live,  should  be  inconspicuously  small.  Have  you 
resolved,  as  ranch  as  in  you  lies,  to  lessen  the 
number  of  those  who,  in  this  metropolis  of  the 
charities,  have  none  to  help  them,  or  lift  them 
from  the  darkness  wherein  they  exist  and  perish 
unseen  ?  It  is  good.  Only  remember,  that  if 
the  ministry,  which  thus  dives  into  the  recesses  of 
human  wretchedness,  and  carries  a  healing  pity  to 
the  body  and  the  soul,  which  speaks  to  tempted, 
fallen,  stricken  men,  from  a  heart  that  feels  their 
struggle  terrible,  yet  believes  the  conquest  pos- 
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siblc,  be  really  right  and  Christian^  then  its 
slowness  is  but  the  attendant  and  symptom  of  its 
worth :  and  to  despond  because  a  few  years'  labour 
exhibits  no  large  and  deep  impression  made  on 
the  wickedness  and  miseries  of  this  great  city, 
would  be  to  slight  the  work  and  forget  its  dignity. 
When  London,  mother  of  mighty  things,  after  the 
travail  of  centuries,  brings  forth  W'Oes,  how  can 
they  be  other  than  giant-woes,  which  no  faint 
hope,  no  puny  coui'age,  but  only  the  enterprize 
of  high  faith,  can  manacle  and  lay  low.  Surely 
it  is  an  unworthj'  proposal  wliich  we  sometimes 
hear  respecting  this  and  other  deputed  ministries 
of  good,  '  Well,  it  is  a  doubtful  experiment,  but 
let  us  try  it  for  a  few  years/  If,  indeed,  this 
means  that,  in  case  of  too  small  a  measure  of 
success,  we  are  to  do  something  more  and  greater  ; 
that  we  must  be  content  with  no  niggardly  and 
unproductive  operation,  but  recognise  in  scanty 
results  a  call  to  stronger  efforts ;  that,  failing  a 
delegated  ministry,  we  will  go  forth  ourselves  into 
the  places  of  want  and  sin,  and  make  aggression 
on  them  with  a  mercy  that  can  wait  no  more ; — 
in  this  sense,  let  the  mission  pass  for  a  temporary 
trial.  But  if  it  be  meant  that,  disappointed  in 
our  hopes,  we  are  to  give  it  all  up  and  do  nothing ; 
that,  having  once  set  plainly  before  our  face  the 
beseeching  looks  of   wounded  and   bleeding  hu- 
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manity  stretched  upon  our  path,  we  are  to  '  pass 
by  on  the  other  side/  thinking  it  enough  to  have 
'  come  and  seen  where  it  was/ —  then  I  must  say 
that  any  work,  undertaken  in  this  spirit,  has 
failed  ah'eady.  For  my  own  part,  I  should  say 
that  were  we  even  to  make  no  visible  progress, 
were  we  able  to  beat  back  the  ills  with  which  we 
contend  by  not  one  hair's  breadth ; — nay,  were 
they  to  be  seen  actually  advancing  on  us,  still  no 
retreat,  but  only  the  more  strenuous  aggression, 
would  be  admissible.  For  what  purpose  can  any 
Christian  say  that  he  is  here  in  life,  with  liis 
divine  intimation  of  what  ouyht  to  be,  and  his 
sorrowing  perception  of  what  is,  if  not  to  put 
forth  a  perpetual  endeavour  against  the  downward 
graAitation  of  his  own  and  others'  nature  ?  And 
if  in  the  conquest  of  evil,  God  can  engage  himself 
eternally,  is  it  not  a  small  thing  for  us  to  yield 
up  to  the  struggle  our  three-score  years  and  ten? 
Whatever  difficulties  may  baffle  us,  Avhatevcr  defeat 
await  us,  it  is  our  business  to  live  with  resistance 
in  our  will,  and  die  with  protest  on  our  lips,  and 
make  our  whole  existence,  not  only  in  desire 
and  prayer,  but  in  resolve,  in  speech,  in  act,  a 
remonstrance  against  whatever  hurts  and  destroys 
in  all  the  earth.  Did  we  give  heed  to  the  coun- 
sels of  passiveness  aiid  despondency,  our  Christen- 
dom, faithless  to  the  trust  consigned  to  it  by 
o5 
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Heaven,  must  perish  by  the  forces  to  which  it  has 
succumbed.  For^  between  the  Christian  faith, 
teaching  the  Fatherhood  of  God  and  the  Immor- 
tahty  of  men, — between  this  and  the  degradation 
of  Lirge  portions  of  the  human  family,  there  is 
an  irreconcileable  variance,  an  internecine  war,  to 
be  interrupted  by  no  parley,  and  mitigated  by  no 
quarter :  and  if  faith  gives  up  its  aggression  upon 
the  evil,  the  evil  must  destroy  the  faith.  If  the 
world  were  all  a  slave-market  or  a  gin-palace, 
what  possible  place  could  such  a  thing  as  the 
Christian  religion  find  therein  ?  Who,  amid  a 
carnival  of  sin,  could  believe  in  any  deathless 
sanctity  ?  or,  through  the  steams  of  a  besotted 
earth,  discern  the  pure  light  of  an  overarching 
heaven  ?  or,  through  the  moans  and  dumb  an- 
guish of  a  race,  send  up  a  hymn  of  praise  to 
the  All-merciful?  And  are  there  not  thousands 
already,  so  en'sdroned  and  shut  in,  that  their  world 
is  little  else  than  this?  In  proportion  as  this 
number  is  permitted  to  increase,  does  Christianity 
lose  its  evidence  and  become  impossible.  Sen- 
sualism and  sin  cannot  abide  the  clear  angelic 
look  of  Christian  faith :  but  if  once  that  serene 
eye  becomes  confused  and  droops  abashed,  the 
foe  starts  up  in  demoniac  triumph,  and  proclaims 
man  to  be  a  brute,  and  earth,  a  grave. 

As  we  love  then  the  religion  by  which  we  live. 
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let  us  give  no  lieed  to  doubt  and  fear.  In  the 
spirit  of  hope  and  firm  endeavour  let  us  go  for- 
ward with  the  work  we  have  begun ;  undismayed 
by  difficulties  which  God  permits  us  to  hold  in 
check,  but  not  to  vanquish ;  and  stipulating  for 
no  rewards  of  large  success  as  the  conditions  of 
our  constancy  of  ser\ice.  Our  reliance  for  good 
results,  and  our  consolation  under  their  postpone- 
ment, is  in  the  essentially  religious  elements  of 
this  ministry  :  Avere  its  methods  purely  economic, 
addressing  themselves  exclusively  to  the  bodily 
wants  of  its  objects ;  or  intellectual,  working  at 
their  self-interest  and  self-will, — I  for  one  should 
despair  of  any  return  worthy  of  much  patience. 
But  going  forth  as  we  do  with  that  diAine  and 
penetrative  religion,  to  whose  subduing  energy  so 
many  centuries  and  nations  have  borne  their  tes- 
timony, and  continuing  only  that  evangelizing 
process,  before  which  so  much  wretchedness  and 
guilt  have  already  yielded,  we  take  our  appointed 
place  in  the  long  history  of  Christianity,  and 
attempt  a  work  for  which,  like  Providence,  we 
can  afford  to  wait.  It  is  human,  indeed,  to  desire 
some  rich  success ;  and  each  generation  expects 
to  gather  and  taste  the  produce  of  its  own  toil  : 
but  the  seasons  of  God  are  eternal ;  he  '  giveth 
the  increase,'  not  for  enjoyment  only,  but  for 
reproduction;    and   ripens   secretly,   beneath  the 
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thick  foliage  of  cvcuts,  many  a  fruit  of  our  moral 
tillage,  for  the  sake  of  the  little  unnoticed  seed, 
which,  dropped  on  the  soil  of  his  Providence,  shall 
spread  over  a  future  age  the  shelter  of  some  tree 
of  life.  Be  it  ours  in  word  to  proclaim,  in  deed 
to  make  ready,  the  '  acceptable  year  of  the 
Lord.' 


XX. 

CHEIST  AXD  THE  LITTLE  CHILD. 


Luke  xviii.  17. 

VERILY  I  SAY  UNTO  YOU,  WHOSOEVER  SHALL  NOT  RECEIVE  THE 
KINGDOM  OF  GOD  AS  A  LITTLE  CHILD,  SHALL  IN  NO  WISE 
ENTER  THEREIN. 

By  the  Kingdom  of  God  Avas  meant  neither  the 
future  state  of  the  righteous,  nor  the  dominion  of 
Christianity  in  the  world  ;  but  the  personal  reign 
of  Messiah  over  a  favoured  and  faithful  people,  on 
a  renovated  earth.  The  prospect  of  this  period 
was,  however,  to  the  people  of  Palestine,  nearly 
what  the  hope  of  heaven  is  to  the  Christian : — 
it  embodied  all  their  ideas  of  divine  privilege  and 
happiness,  and,  coinciding  with  their  conception 
of  religious  existence,  became  their  great  symbol, 
by  which  to  express  the  most  blessed  system  of 
relations  between  the  human  mind  and  God. 
Into  this  system  they  esteemed  it  their  birth-right 
to  enter :  the  title  and  prerogative  were  in  their 
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blood, — the  blood  of  patriarchs  whom  they  had 
ceased  to  resemblcj  and  of  prophets  of  whose 
spirit  they  had  none.  At  the  gate  of  the  king- 
dom they  looked  with  no  meek  and  far-off  desire ; 
they  knelt  and  knocked  with  no  suppliant  air, 
breathing  such  confessions  of  un worthiness  as 
give  security  for  gratitude ;  but  turned  on  it  the 
greedy  eye  of  property,  and  rushed  to  it  with 
intent  to  '  do  what  they  liked  with  their  own/ — 
so  that  '  the  kingdom  of  heaven  suffered  violence, 
and  the  \dolent  Avould  take  it  by  force,'  Scarcely 
were  they  content  with  the  notion  of  admission  as 
its  subjects ;  they  must  be  its  lords  and  adminis- 
trators too.  For  them,  thought  the  Pharisees, 
were  its  dignities  and  splendour's  created,  for  them 
its  patronage  reserved ;  and  the  glorious  sove- 
reignty of  God  was  to  be  not  over  them,  but  hy 
them :  so  that,  in  every  proffer  of  their  services 
to  Him,  they  contemplated,  not  the  humility  of 
submission,  but  the  pride  of  command.  Before 
such  it  was  that  Jesus  held  in  his  arms  a  child, 
gazing  on  his  face,  no  doubt,  in  wonder,  not  with- 
out a  pleased  look  of  trust,  and  said,  '  Whoever 
shall  not  receive  the  kingdom  of  God  as  a  little 
child,  shall  in  nowise  enter  therein/ 

The  occasion  was  slight  and  transient ;  the  sen- 
timent is  profound  and  universal.  In  no  other 
way  could  our  Lord  have  made  the  irreligion  of 
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the  Pharisees'  temper  more  obvious^  because  no 
where  could  he  have  found  a  more  genuine 
emblem  of  the  pure  religious  spirit^  than  in  a 
child.  Notj  as  will  hereafter  appear,  because  a 
cliild's  heart  is  peculiarly  devotional ;  nor  because 
the  moral  qualities  of  early  life  possess  the 
romantic  purity  and  perfection  sometimes  ascribed 
to  them;  much  less  because  maturity  affords  a 
less  fitting  scope  for  the  exercise  of  a  holy  mind  ; 
but,  because  the  relations  of  infancy  resemble  the 
religious  relations  ;  the  natural  conditions  of  its 
existence  are  the  same  that  are  felt  by  the  devout 
heart ;  and  hence,  without  any  singularity  of  merit, 
the  spirit  of  childhood,  acquired  by  simple  accom- 
modation to  the  laws  of  its  being,  is  a  just  repre- 
sentative of  the  temper  which  devotion  imparts 
to  the  mature.  Let  us  trace  some  of  the  analo- 
gies between  the  spirit  of  childhood  and  the  spirit 
of  religion. 

Religion,  it  is  ob^dous,  can  have  place  only  in 
created  and  dependent  minds.  God  cannot  be 
devout :  and  though  we  have  a  term,  viz.  '  hohj' 
applicable,  as  an  epithet  of  moral  description,  to 
him  in  common  with  good  men,  the  word,  singu- 
larly enough,  expresses,  in  reference  to  the  human 
mind,  precisely  the  only  quality  which  cannot 
possibly  attach  to  the  Divine ; — '  a  holy  man' 
meaning   one   whose   excellence   has   a   religious 
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root ; — '  a  holy  God'  denoting  the  only  being  in 
the  spiritual  universe,  whose  perfections  are  un- 
susceptible of  the  colours  of  religious  emotion. 
He  who  has  no  higher  than  himself  must  be 
stranger  to  the  unspeakable  reverence  that  gazes 
upwards  on  a  goodness  not  its  own :  he  who  is 
himself  the  measure  of  all  that  is  divine  is  uncon- 
scious of  the  presence  of  a  yet  diviner :  and 
though  we  cannot  speak  of  his  moral  attributes, 
without  implying  that  he  respects  and  loves  the 
right,  yet  his  venerating  regards  must  look  for 
this  great  idea,  not  forth,  as  on  some  outward 
being  who  furnishes  the  conception,  but  within, 
where  alone  is  the  Infinitude  that  befits  the  In- 
finite. 

Yet  it  is  not  strictly  Deity  alone  whose  nature 
may  exclude  the  possibilities  of  rehgion.  This 
peculiarity  may  arise  without  our  seeking  it  at 
that  supreme  height.  A  mind  possessed  not  of 
literal  Omniscience,  but  of  power  simply  equal 
to  its  conceptions,  a  mind  absolute  within  its  own 
realm,  and  limited  only  by  its  desires,  would  be 
incapable  of  veneration,  because  unconscious  of  a 
superior :  and  though  he  might  really  live  in  a 
narrow  ring  environed  by  the  immeasurable  deep 
of  things, — so  long  as  he  mistook  its  circle  for  the 
total  universe,  he  would  feel,  not  as  dependant, 
but  as  God, — Lord  of  his  Httle  island  in  the  sea 
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of  things,  and  ignorant  of  all  beyond.  Not  till 
we  are  embraced  by  some  necessity,  and  see  its 
limits  closing  us  in,  can  the  opportiuiity  and  spirit 
of  religion  begin.  So  long  as  self-will  is  the  sole 
law,  and  sits  upon  its  throne,  surrounded  by  obe- 
dient servitors,  and  in  unresisted  practice  of  com- 
mand, the  relations  from  which  piety  springs  do 
not  subsist.  The  exercise  of  power  will  not  in- 
duce the  idea  of  obligation,  or  the  temper  of  sub- 
mission. It  is  when  we  are  struck  down  by  some 
blow  that,  extorts  the  cry  of  dependence,  when  we 
feel  the  pressure  of  foreign  forces  like  a  weight  of 
darkness  on  us,  when  within  us  moves  the  strife 
that  ends  sometimes  in  the  triumph  of  success, 
sometimes  in  the  collapse  of  weakness,  that  the 
heart  acknowledges  a  relation  to  that  which  is 
above,  as  well  as  that  which  is  beneath.  And 
even  then,  though  submission  is  clearly  inevitable, 
not  so  are  the  sentiments  of  religion :  for  there  is 
still  a  question,  submit  ivith  hate,  or  submit  with 
love  ?  And  it  is  the  blessed  peculiarity  of  devo- 
tion, that  it  abdicates  self-will,  not  sullenly,  but 
with  joy,  has  no  enmity  to  the  power  that  re- 
strains it,  but  a  reverence  deep  and  tender,  so 
that  to  feel  the  controlling  presence  becomes  the 
prime  condition  of  its  peace,  and  to  be  stricken  of 
God  and  afflicted  is  better  than  to  be  left  to  itself, 
and  be  at  peace.     'Let  me  alone, and  torment  me 
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not/  is  the  cry  of  discoutcut :  '  break  me  in  sor- 
row, but  depart  not  from  me/  is  the  prayer  of 
piety.  Such  a  suppliant  has  found  the  force  of 
compulsion  tiu'ned  into  the  law  of  duty  ;  and  in- 
verting its  direction,  instead  of  crushing  to  the 
earth,  it  lifts  him  to  the  skies  :  if  once  he  said  with 
deep  reluctance,  '  /  must,  therefore  I  will,'  he  has 
now  fused  a  di^-ine  element  into  that  bitter  word, 
and  finds  it  a  glad  thing  to  say,  'I  ought,  there- 
fore I  will/  Ought  is  the  heavenly  reading  for 
'must'  From  the  ii'on  sceptre  of  necessity  he 
has  forged  a  weapon  of  ethereal  temper ;  where- 
with may  be  won  victories  more  sublime  than  all 
the  achievements  of  physical  omnipotence. 

Self-will  then,  so  far  as  it  operates,  excludes  the 
sentiments  of  rehgion;  while  it  is  of  their  very 
essence  to  Uve  reverently  and  happily  under  a  law 
not  always  coinciding  with  self-will.  It  is  this 
wliich  presents  us  with  the  first  analogy  between 
the  spirit  of  childhood  and  the  spirit  of  religion. 

"V\Tiat  indeed  can  be  a  truer  picture  of  man  in 
creation,  than  the  position  of  a  child  in  its  own 
home?  How  silently,  yet  how  surely,  does  the 
domestic  rule  control  him,  dating  his  rising  and 
his  rest,  his  going  out  and  coming  in,  apportioning 
his  duties  and  his  mirth,  ordering  secretly  the 
very  current  of  his  thoughts,  whether  it  sparkle 
with  gladness,  or  overflow  with  tears  !     Yet  how 
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rarely  has  lie  any  painful  sense  of  the  constraining 
force  Avhich  is  every  moment  on  him  !  Hemmed 
in  on  every  side  by  a  power  more  ^igilant  than 
the  most  jealous  despotism,  yet  look  at  his  open 
brow_,  and  say,  whether  creature  ever  was  more 
free  ?  And  why  ?  Not  certainly  because  childish 
minds  are  destitute  of  self-will  that  would  seduce 
them  into  transgression  ;  but  because  where  reve- 
rence and  love  make  melody  in  the  heart,  the 
tempter  is  charmed  and  sleeps.  Light  therefore 
as  the  weight  of  the  circumambient  atmosphere 
upon  the  body,  is  the  pressure  of  home  duty  upon 
the  child  ;  easy  by  the  constancy  and  complete- 
ness with  which  it  shuts  him  in ;  inseparable  from 
the  vital  elements  of  his  being.  Plis  life  is  an 
exchange  of  obedience  for  protection;  he  gives 
submission,  and  is  sheltered.  Folded  in  the  arms 
of  an  unspeakable  affection,  he  is  screened  from 
the  anxieties  of  self-care :  not  yet  is  he  left  alone 
upon  the  infinite  plain  of  existence,  to  choose  a 
path  by  the  dim,  sad  lustre  of  his  own  wisdom, 
but  is  led  gently  on  by  the  unextinguished 
lamp  of  a  father's  experience,  and  the  meek  star- 
light of  a  mother's  love.  In  strangeness  and 
danger,  how  close  he  keeps  to  the  hand  that  leads 
him  !  In  doubt,  how  he  looks  up  to  interpret  the 
eye  that  speaks  to  him  !  In  loss  and  loneliness, 
with  what  cries  and  tears  he  sits  down  to  lament 
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his  freedom  !  He  asks,  but  claims  nothing ;  his 
momentary  frowardness  stilled  perhaps  by  a  mere 
word ;  and,  if  not,  yet  his  spontaneous  return 
after  an  inters'al,  to  his  accustomed  ways,  con- 
fesses that  in  the  order  of  obedience  is  the  truest 
liberty. 

In  a  like  free  and  natural  movement  within  the 
limits  of  a  higher  law,  in  like  obedience  refreshing 
because  reverential,  in  like  consciousness  of  a 
wiser  and  holier  presence,  from  whom  we  with- 
hold nothing,  not  even  ourselves,  consists  the 
spirit  of  true  piety  :  nor  can  any  dwell  on  earth 
or  in  heaven,  finding  it  a  kingdom  of  God,  but  as 
the  loving  child  dwelleth  within  his  home.  Un- 
happily, this  temper  is  apt  to  be  worn  away  by 
the  hard  attrition  of  maturer  life.  Our  human 
relations  are  then  reversed  ;  we  succeed,  in  natural 
course,  to  habits  of  command  ;  the  pride  of  power 
spoils  us  j  the  mental  attitudes  of  reverence  be- 
come uneasy ;  the  eye  bent  unceasingly  down  on 
the  petty  realm  of  which  we  are  lords,  omits  to 
look  up  on  the  infinite  empire  of  which  we  are 
subjects.  And  thus  might  we  become  shut  up  in 
the  diy  crust  of  our  self-will,  if  no  embassage  of 
suffering  descended,  and  loosed  the  fountain  of 
grief.  Then  the  spirit  of  early  years  returns  upon 
good  hearts,  and  they  become  ashamed,  not  of 
their  new  submission  to  the  Great  Parent,  but  of 
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their  long  estrangement  from  his  abode.  A  piety, 
like  that  of  Chi-ist,  thus  brings  together  the  cha- 
racteristic affections  of  different  periods  of  life, 
and  keeps  fresh  the  beauty  of  them  all:  it  puts  us 
back  to  whatever  is  blessed  in  childhood,  without 
abating  one  glory  of  our  manhood ;  upon  the 
embers  of  age,  it  kindles  once  more  the  early  fires 
of  life,  to  send  theii'  genial  glow  through  the 
evening  chamber  of  the  soul,  and  shine  with 
playful  and  mellowed  light  through  its  darkened 
windows, — brightest  sign  of  a  cheerful  home  to  the 
passer  by  in  storm  and  rain.  By  this  restoration, 
let  me  repeat  it,  the  religious  mind  loses  no  one 
glory  of  its  manhood  :  it  is  not  a  substitution  of 
passive  meekness  for  active  energy,  of  a  devout 
effeminacy  for  natural  vigour.  For  while  the 
habit  of  successful  rule,  taking  the  lead,  is  apt  to 
disqualify  for  submission,  and  render  the  mind 
restive  under  necessity,  there  is  nothing  in  a  deep 
reverence  of  soul  which  encroaches  on  the  capa- 
cities for  command.  What  was  it  that  armed  the 
Maid  of  Orleans  for  field  and  siege,  and  enabled 
her  to  erect  again  tlie  prostrate  courage  of  a 
nation  ?  What  was  it  that  endowed  a  Washing:- 
ton  with  a  power,  in  arms  and  peace,  which  no 
veterans  could  break,  nor  any  rival  supplant  ?  It 
was  this ;  that  with  them  the  exercise  of  command 
was  itself  the  practice  of  obedience; — obedien.ce 
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to  a  liigh  fiiitli  within  the  heart, — to  a  venerated 
idea  of  duty  and  of  God ;  and  authority,  thus  de- 
prived of  its  imperiousness  and  its  caprice,  thus 
moderated  to  an  inflexible  justice,  and  worn  Avith 
a  divine  simplicity,  strikes  into  himian  observers 
an  awe,  a  delight,  a  trust,  which  are  themselves  the 
highest  fruits  of  power.  When  men  perceive  that 
their  ver}^  rulers  are  susceptible  of  obedience,  and 
are  following  the  guidance  of  reverential  thoughts, 
it  establishes  a  point  of  sympathy,  and  softens  the 
hardships  of  submission.  What  parent  knows  not 
that  then  only  are  his  orders  listened  to  as  oracles, 
when  they  are  sent  forth,  not  with  the  harsh 
clangor  of  self-will,  but  in  the  quiet  tones  that 
issue  from  behind  the  shrine  of  duty? 

In  tlie  construction  which  I  have  given  to  the 
sentiment  of  Christ,  it  is  not  necessary  to  assume 
that  the  infant  mind  is  peculiarly  susceptible  of 
religious  impressions  :  or  that,  because  it  is  taken 
as  the  emblem  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  it  must 
on  that  account  be  laboriously  and  prematurely 
crowded  with  theological  ideas  :  the  issue  of  which 
would  be,  an  artificial  assumption  of  states  of 
sentiment,  and  an  affectation  of  desires,  wholly 
unnatural  and  unreal,  and  absolutely  incapable  as 
yet  of  any  deep  root  of  sincerity.  Except  in  circum- 
stances of  sickness  or  grief,  which  prematurely 
ripen  the  mind,  and  make  its  wants  anticipate  its 
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years,  childhood  has  Httle  need  of  a  rehgion,  in 
our  sense  of  the  word ;  for  God  has  given  it,  in 
its  very  lot,  a  religion  of  its  own,  the  sufficiency  of 
which  it  were  impiety  to  doubt.  The  chikrs 
veneration  can  scarcely  climb  to  any  loftier  height 
than  the  soul  of  a  wise  and  good  parent : — well 
even,  if  he  can  distantly,  and  with  wistful  contem- 
plation, scan  even  that.  How  can  there  be  for 
him  diviner  truth  than  his  father's  knowledge,  a 
more  wondrous  world  than  his  father's  experience, 
a  better  Providence  than  his  mother's  vigilance, 
a  securer  fidelity  than  in  their  united  promise  ? 
Encompassed  round  by  these,  he  rests  as  in  the 
embrace  of  the  only  omniscience  he  can  compre- 
hend. Nor  let  this  domestic  faith  sufi"er  disturb- 
ance before  its  time.  It  is  enough  if  he  but  sees 
the  parents  bend  with  silent  awe,  or  hears  them 
speak  as  if  they  were  children  too,  before  a  holier 
still :  this  will  carry  on  the  ideal  gradation  of 
reverence,  and  show  the  filmy  deep  where  the  steps 
ascend  the  skies.  And  then,  when  the  time  of 
free-will  is  come,  and  youth  is  cast  forth  from  its 
protection  into  the  bewildering  forces,  now  fierce 
and  now  seductive,  of  mid-life,  religion  comes  in, 
as  the  just  and  natural  successor  to  domestic  influ- 
ences ;  shaping  forth,  for  the  hearths  shelter  in  the 
wild  immensity,  the  walls  of  an  adamantine  Provi- 
dence, and  spreading  over  the  uncovered  head  the 
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dome  of  immortality.  O  it  is  thus  only  that  wc 
mortals,  in  our  maturity  of  energy  and  passion, 
can  dwell  on  earth  in  purity  and  peace.  B}^  a 
polity  of  self-interest,  and  adjustments  of  promo- 
tion, and  agencies  of  fear,  we  might  no  doubt  have 
the  world  governed  as  a  camp  or  a  prison  ;  but  l)y 
faith  alone  can  we  dwell  in  it  as  a  home,  and 
nestle  domestically  in  oui*  allotted  portion  of  space 
and  time.  Tauglit  by  Christ,  we  glance  at  the 
visible  creation,  once  so  awful,  so  full  of  forces 
rushing  we  knew  not  whither,  and  involving  us  in 
their  indomitable  speed, — and  it  becomes  the 
mansion  of  God's  house,  peaceful  as  a  father's 
abode;  the  sun  that  warms  us  is  our  domestic 
hearth ;  and  the  blue  canopy  roofs  us  in  with 
unspeakable  protection.  And  as  for  life  and  its 
struggles,  its  stormiest  conflicts  are  but  the  mimic 
battles,  whereby  the  spiritual  athlete  trains  himself 
for  a  higher  theatre ;  and  if  perchance  among  the 
restless  multitude  that  hurry  over  the  scene,  a 
neighbour  should  fall,  shall  I  not  help  him,  though 
it  be  his  own  demon  passion  that  rends  him  ?  O 
child  of  my  Father,  wounded,  bleeding,  and  worn 
bv  inward  woes,  turn  not  thy  face  away ;  let  me 
lift  thee  from  thy  bed  of  rock,  and  stretch  thee 
on  the  green  sod  of  a  pure  affection ;  for  am  I  not 
thy  brother,  stricken  in  thy  stripes,  and  healed  in 
thy  rest  ? 
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This  restoration  to  us  of  the  filial  feelings  is  the 
main  illustrative  poiut  in  our  Lord's  analogy 
between  the  sj)irit  of  piety  and  that  of  infancy. 
But  there  are  other  characteristics  of  childhood, 
"which  religion  renders  back  to  us,  freshened  and 
ennobled.  To  the  child,  the  time  before  him 
seems  to  have  no  end.  It  is  long  before  he  essays  to 
measure  it  at  all ;  and  when  he  does,  it  is  only  to 
prove  it  immeasurable.  The  next  year  is  as  a  gigan- 
tic bridge  that  joins  the  two  eternities ;  and  as  for 
all  beyond,  it  is  a  land  boundless,  safe ;  verdant  as 
the  spring  meadow,  and  flooded  over  with  gladdest 
sunshine.  The  open  graves  lie  hid  among  the 
grass ;  and  the  horizon  shows  not  the  little  cloud, 
that  shall  bring  up  the  overcasting  of  the  heavens. 
Let  a  few  years  pass,  and  how  does  the  vast  field 
contract  itself,  and  the  stability  of  things  seem 
shaken !  The  merry  playmates,  whose  laugh 
still  rings  in  our  memory,  by  what  storms  have 
they  been  shattered ;  and  now  wander  dispersed, 
like  a  shipwrecked  crew,  whose  faithful  hearts 
could  keep  together  no  longer  against  necessities 
so  shai*p.  Before  the  middle  of  our  natural  career 
the  wastes  of  vicissitude  become  deplorable  :  nor 
could  any  thoughtful  man,  if  abandoned  to  physi- 
cal impressions,  feel  the  great  mountain  of  life 
crumbling  away  beneath  him,  and  see  portion  after 
portion  dropping  into  the  abyss  on  which  it  seems 
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l)uilt,  till  hut  a  film  separates  him  too  from  the 
gulf,  without  the  chill  of  an  awe  most  sad.  But 
this  impression  of  a  mournful  brevity  in  our  exist- 
ence, the  spirit  of  our  faith  corrects.  To  the  life 
which  had  begun  to  appear  like  a  process  of  con- 
tinual loss,  it  adds  another  which  is  an  everlasting 
gain;  and  we  look  again  upon  the  future  with 
eyes  of  childlike  joy,  seeing  that,  as  our  infant 
heai'ts  had  said,  it  hath  no  end,  nor  any  grief  that 
can  endure.  From  the  cypress-tree  beneath  whose 
shadow  we  had  placed  ourselves  to  weep,  we  pass 
on  with  lightened  step  into  the  paradise  of  God, 
where  is  a  rustling  as  of  whispers  of  divinest 
peace,  and  hills,  truly  called  ete]jnal,  close  us 
round. 

O  blest  beyond  expression  are  they  who,  by 
this  spirit  of  Christ,  call  back  the  freshness  of 
their  early  years,  and  shed  it  over  the  wisdom  of 
matui'ity ;  who,  by  attaching  the  great  and 
transforming  idea  of  God  to  every  thing,  deprive 
the  humblest  existence  of  its  monotony;  who 
hear  in  the  speech,  and  behold  in  the  incidents, 
of  every  day,  somewhat  that  is  sacred !  For 
them  life  has  no  satiety,  disappointment  no 
sting.  They  bear  within  them  a  penetrative 
power,  which  pierces  beneath  the  earthy  surface 
of  things,  and  detects  a  meaning  that  is  hea- 
venly ;  enriching  common  sentiment  with  profound 
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truth;  lifting  common  duties  from  the  conven- 
tional and  the  respectable  into  the  holy  and  di\ine; 
and  amid  trials  of  the  hour^  giving  dignity  to  that 
which  else  were  humihatins:  and  mean. 


p  2 


XXI. 

THE  CHRISTIANITY  OP  OLD  AGE. 


Philemon  9. 

FOR  love's  sake  I  RATHER  BESEECH    THEE,    BEING    SUCH   A    ONE 
AS  PAUL  THE   AGED. 

The  reverence  for  age  is  a  striking  and  refreshing 
feature  in  the  civilization  of  ancient  and  Pagan 
times.  The  frequent  traces  of  it  in  the  literature 
of  Greece  and  Rome,  compared  with  the  silence 
of  Christian  precept  on  the  subject,  might  he 
thought  to  indicate,  that  this  sentiment  owes  no 
obligation  to  Christianity,  and  has  a  better  home 
in  the  humanities  of  nature  than  in  the  sugges- 
tions of  faith.  The  conclusion,  however,  would 
be  wholly  unwarrantable ;  and  would  never  occur 
except  to  those  who  do  not  look  beyond  the  letter 
into  the  spirit  of  a  system,  and  who  think  to 
understand  a  religion  by  arithmetical  reckoning 
of  its  ma.\ims.  Every  system  naturally  strengthens 
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most  its  weakest  points.  That  Cicero  wrote  a 
treatise  upon  Age,  and  expended  on  it  all  the 
ingenuity  of  his  philosophy,  and  the  graces  of  his 
dialogue,  proves  that  he  regarded  this  department 
of  moraUty  Avith  anxiety  and  apprehension :  nor 
would  Christianity  have  left  the  topic  untouched, 
if  its  spirit  and  faith  had  not  lifted  this  class  of 
duties  beyond  the  danger  of  neglect.  A  decline 
of  tenderness  towards  the  aged, — mean  or  even 
melancholy  sentiments  with  respect  to  their  in- 
firmities, can  never  arise  without  scepticism  of 
human  immortality,  and  a  total  defection  from 
the  Christian  mind. 

The  dignity  of  age,  in  the  ancient  world,  was 
sustained  by  many  considerations,  of  mingled  ex- 
pediency and  affection,  which  retain  with  us  but 
little  force.  Of  how  many  honours  has  the 
printing-press  alone  deprived  the  hoary  head ! 
It  has  driven  out  the  era,  so  genial  to  the  old, 
of  spoken  wisdom,  and  threatens  a  reign  of  silence 
by  putting  all  knowledge  and  experience  into 
type.  The  patriarch  of  a  community  can  never 
be  restored  to  the  kind  of  importance  which  he 
possessed  in  the  elder  societies  of  the  world.  He 
was  his  neighbour's  chronicler;  bearing  within 
him  the  only  extant  image  of  many  departed 
scenes  and  memorable  deeds,  and  able  to  link  the 
dim  traditions  of  the  past  with  the  living  incidents 
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of  the  present.  He  was  their  most  qualified  coun- 
sellor ;  his  memory  ser\iug  as  the  archives  of  the 
state,  and  suppljdug  many  a  passage  of  history 
illustrative  of  existing  emergencies,  and  solving 
some  ci\dc  perplexity.  He  was  their  poet ;  repre- 
sentative of  an  age  already  passed  from  the  actual 
into  the  ideal ;  associate  or  contemporary  of  men 
whose  names  have  become  venerable ;  and  in  the 
oft-repeated  tale  of  other  days,  from  which  time 
has  expelled  whatever  was  prosaic,  weaving  the 
retrospect  of  hfe  into  an  Epic.  He  was  their 
priest;  loving  to  nurture  wonder  and  spread  the 
sense  of  mystery,  by  recounting  the  authentic  pro- 
digies of  his  own  or  his  fathers'  years,  when  omen 
and  prophecy  were  no  dubious  things,  but  sober 
verities  which  Providence  had  not  yet  begrudged 
the  still  pious  earth.  From  all  these  prerogatives 
he  is  now  deposed,  supplanted  in  his  authority  by 
the  journal  and  the  library ;  whose  speechless  and 
impersonal  lore  coldly,  but  effectually,  supplies 
the  wants  once  served  by  the  living  voice  of  elders 
kindling  with  the  inspiration  of  the  past. 

By  far  other  and  higher  considerations  does 
Christianity  sustain  reverential  sentiments  towards 
age.  In  the  shape  which  they  formei'ly  assumed, 
they  were  the  effects  and  marks  of  an  imperfect 
intellectual  civilization :  surviving  now,  they  are 
a  part  of  the  devout  humanities  diffused  by  tlic 
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spirit  of  Christ.  But  for  tliiit  spirit,  every  change 
wliicL  made  the  old  less  useful  Avould  have  made 
them  less  revered.  But  tlie  merely  social  and 
utilitarian  estimate  of  human  beings  can  never 
become  iirevalcnt,  so  long  as  faitli  in  the  immortal 
soul  is  genuine  and  sincere,  and  Jesus  is  permitted 
to  teach  in  his  own  way  the  honour  that  is  due  to 
all  men.  To  him  did  God  give  it  to  be  the  great 
foe  of  all  scorn  and  negligence  of  heart :  nor  are 
there  any  tenants  of  life  on  whose  lot  he  has  shed 
a  greater  sanctity,  than  on  those  who  are  visibly 
on  the  verge  of  their  departure.  Let  us  observe 
for  a  few  moments  how  Christianity  teaches  the 
world  to  look  upon  the  aged. 

Not,  certainly,  as  its  worn-out  tools,  who  have 
done  their  work,  and  are  fit  only  to  be  flung  aside 
to  rust  amid  worthless  things.  Not  with  sordid 
discontent,  as  on  unwelcome  and  tedious  guests, 
that  they  linger  still  to  consume  a  hospitality 
which  they  will  never  repay,  and  keep  possession 
of  sources  of  enjoyment,  on  which  more  ^dvid 
appetites  are  impatient  to  enter.  For  wherever 
the  slightest  vestige  of  such  feelings  exists,  there 
can  be  no  remembrance  of  that  higher  field  of 
service,  of  that  nobler  and  more  finished  work,  for 
which  time,  to  its  last  beat,  continues  to  prepare. 
So  Epicurean  a  thought  dwells  in  the  crust  of 
selfishness  and  sense,  and  has  never  felt  the  pure 


OF  OLD  AGE.  321 

breath  of  faith  and  reverence.  Is  there  nothing 
which  can  drive  us  from  this  infatuation,  and  per- 
suade us  to  look  at  a  human  being,  not  for  what 
he  has,  but  for  what  he  is?  Is  he  nothing  then 
but  a  pensioner  of  Mammon,  whose  pittance  is  a 
pleasant  sight  for  greedy  eyes  ?  Can  we  see  him 
decline  step  by  step  to  the  brink  of  the  dark 
abyss,  till  the  ground  crumbles  beneath  him  and 
he  slips  in,  and  yet  spend  all  our  anxiety  on  the 
dropped  cloak  he  has  left  behind  ? 

Nor  are  the  mere  feelings  of  instinctive  compas- 
sion towards  weakness  and  helplessness  those  with 
which  Christianity  encourages  us  to  look  on  age. 
For,  these  contemplate  only  its  physical  attributes; 
they  virtually  deny  or  overlook  all  its  claims,  ex- 
cept those  of  its  animal  infirmities ;  and  show  a 
mind  forgetful  of  the  capacities  within,  latent  per- 
haps, but  yet  impeiishable,  that  have  toiled  in  a 
great  work,  and  are  on  the  threshold  of  a  greater; 
that  can  know  no  eclipse  but  that  of  shame,  nor 
any  decrepitude  but  that  of  sin. 

It  has  been  imagined  that  religious  faith  does 
not  like  to  draw  attention  to  the  decline  which 
precedes,  often  by  years,  the  approach  of  death ; 
that  the  spectacle  of  a  human  being  in  ruins  ter- 
rifies the  expectation  of  futurity,  and  humbles  the 
mind  with  mean  suspicions  of  its  destiny.  Scep- 
ticism, which  delights  in  all  the  ill-bodings  which 
V  5 
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can  be  drawn  from  evil  and  decay,  takes  us  to  the 
'  corner  where  the  ohl  man  sits ;  shows  us  the  bent 
frame,  and  fallen  cheeks,  and  closing  avenues  of 
sense ;  points  to  the  palsied  head,  and  compels  us 
to  listen  to  the  drivelling  speech,  or  perhaps  the 
childish  and  pitiable  cry ;  and  then  asks,  whether 
this  is  the  being  so  diWnely  gifted  and  so  solemnly 
placed,  sharer  of  the  immortality  of  God,  and 
waiting  to  embark  into  infinitude  ?  I  answer, — 
assuredly  not :  neither  in  the  wrecked  frame,  nor 
in  the  negation  of  mind,  is  there  any  thing  im- 
mortal :  it  is  not  this  frail  and  shattered  bark, 
visible  to  the  eye,  that  is  to  be  launched  upon  the 
shoreless  sea.  The  mind  witliin,  which  you  do  not 
show  me,  whose  indications  are  for  a  time  sup- 
pressed,— as  they  are  in  every  fever  that  brings 
stupor  and  delirium,  in  every  night  even  that 
brings  sleep, — the  mind,  of  whose  high  achieve- 
ments, whose  capacious  thought,  whose  toils  and 
triumphs  of  conscience  and  affection,  living  friends 
will  reverently  tell  you, — the  mind,  which  every 
moment  of  God's  time  for  seventy  years  has  been 
sedulous  to  build,  and  from  which  the  deforming 
scaffold  is  about  to  fall  away, — this  alone  is  the 
principle  for  which  we  claim  immortality.  Say 
not  that,  because  we  cannot  trace  its  operations, 
it  is  extinct :  perhaps,  while  you  speak,  it  may 
burst  into  a  flame,  and  contradict  you.  For  some- 
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times  age  is  kuoMn  to  wake^  aud  the  soul  to 
kindle,  ere  it  departs ;  to  perforate  the  shut  gates 
of  sense  with  sudden  light,  and  gush  with  lustre 
to  the  eye,  and  love  and  reason  to  the  speech ;  as 
if  to  make  it  evident,  that  death  may  be  nativity  ; 
as  if  the  traveller,  who  had  fallen  asleep  with  the 
fatigues  of  the  way,  conscious  that  he  drew  near 
his  journey's  end,  and  warned  by  the  happy  note 
of  arrival,  looked  out  refreshed  and  eager  through 
the  morning  air  for  the  fields  and  streams  of  his 
new  abode.  And  if  any  transient  excitement  near 
the  close  of  life  can,  even  occasionally,  thus  resus- 
citate the  spirit ;  if  some  vehement  stroke  upon  a 
chord  of  ancient  sympathy  can  sometimes  restore 
it  in  its  strength,  it  is  tliere  still ;  and  only  waits 
that  permanent  rejuveniscence  which  its  escape 
into  the  infinite  may  eftect  at  once. 

It  is  not  a  little  difficult  to  understand,  in  what 
way  these  objectors  would  desire  to  improve  the 
adjustments  of  life,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the 
grounds  of  their  scepticism.  Would  they  totally 
abolish  the  infirmities  of  years,  and  maintain  the 
energy  of  youth  unto  the  end  ?  Then  would  there 
remain  no  apparent  reason  for  removal  or  change  : 
death  would  have  looked  tenfold  more  like  extinc- 
tion than  it  does  now  :  and  we  should  assuredly 
have  reasoned,  '  If  the  Divine  Father,  in  liis 
benignity,  had  intended  us  to  persevere  in  life  at 
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all,  he  uoiilJ  have  left  us  in  peace  in  this  dear  old 
uorld.'  As  it  is,  there  appears,  after  the  decre- 
pitude of  age,  an  obvious  need  of  some  such 
mighty  revolution  as  death  :  the  mortality  of  such 
a  body  becomes  a  clear  essential  to  the  immor- 
tality of  the  soul :  and  our  departure  assumes  the 
probable  aspect  of  a  simple  migration  of  the  mind, 
— a  journey  of  refreshment, — a  passage  to  new 
scenes  of  that  infinite  universe,  to  a  mere  speck 
of  which,  since  we  can  discover  its  immensity,  it 
seems  unlikely  that  we  should  be  confined. 

Or  is  the  demand  of  a  different  kind ;  not  for 
immunity  from  bodily  decline,  but  for  an  exemp- 
tion of  the  soul  from  its  effects?  for  faculties 
unconscious  of  the  sinking  frame, — dwelling  in  a 
tenement  of  whose  changes  they  shall  be  inde- 
pendent ?  And  what  is  this,  when  you  reflect  upon 
it,  but  to  ask  for  a  total  separation  of  the  material 
from  the  spiritual  element  of  our  nature, — lor  tne 
very  boon  which  we  suppose  to  be  obtained  in 
death,  a  disembodied  mind?  For,  a  corporeal 
frame  that  did  not  affect  the  mental  principle, 
would  no  more  be  any  proper  part  of  us,  than  the 
limbs  of  another  man  or  the  substance  of  the 
sun :  its  mere  juxtaposition  or  coincidence  in 
space  with  our  sentient  soul  (even  could  such  a 
thing  be  truly  aflSjmed)  would  not  mix  it  up  with 
our  identity.  Unless  it  were  the  interposed  medium 
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through  which  we  communicated  with  the  external 
world, — the  appointed  pathway  of  sensation  ;  un- 
less, that  is,  we  experienced  vicissitudes  of  internal 
consciousness  precisely  corresponding  to  all  its 
external  changes, — we  should  have  no  interest  in 
it,  and  it  would  have  as  little  concern  with  our  per- 
sonality as  the  clothes  or  the  elements  in  which 
we  live.  A  hand  that  should  leave  us  affected  in 
the  same  way,  whether  it  touched  ice  or  fire;  a 
tongue  that  should  recognise  no  difference  be- 
tween food  and  poison  ;  an  eye  that  should  convey 
to  us  the  same  impression  through  all  its  altering 
states, — would  be  unfitted  for  all  its  functions,  and 
be  a  mere  foreign  encumbrance  upon  our  life. 
That  our  organization  reports  instantly — with  a 
speed  that  no  magnetic  signal  can  sui'pass, — to 
the  mind  within;  that  it  works  changes  in  our 
conscious  px'inciple  precisely  proportionate  to  its 
own,  and  affording  a  true  measure  of  them, — is  the 
very  attribute  which  constitutes  its  exactitude  and 
perfection.  If  then  it  were  absurd  to  wish  for 
limbs  that  could  undergo  exhaustion  and  lacera- 
tion without  our  feeling  them,  and  nerves  that 
would  give  no  knowledge  of  fever  or  inflammation, 
it  would  be  no  less  irrational  to  desire  a  release 
of  the  mind  from  those  infirmities  of  age,  which 
are  but  a  long  fatigue, — life's  final  disease.  All 
the  lights  of  perception  and  emotion  flow  in  upon 
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US  througli  the  coloui'ed  glass  of  our  organic 
frame ;  and  however  perfect  the  power  of  mental 
vision  may  remain^  if  the  windows  be  darkened, 
the  radiance  will  be  obscure. 

And  in  the  two  most  marked  characteristics  of 
old  age, — the  obtuseness  of  immediate  perception, 
and  freshness  of  remote  memories, — may  we  not 
even  discern  an  obvious  intimation  of  the  great 
future,  and  a  fitting  preparative  for  its  approach  ? 
The  senses  become  callous  and  decline,  verging 
gently  to  the  extinction  which  awaits  them,  and 
in  their  darkness  permitting  the  mild  lustre  of 
wisdom  and  of  faith — if  it  be  there — to  shine 
forth  and  glow ;  and  if  not,  to  show  in  what  a 
night  the  soul  dwells  without  them.  And  that 
the  mind  should  betake  itself,  ere  it  departs,  with 
such  exclusive  attachment  to  the  past,  is  sm^ely 
suitable  to  its  position.  True,  the  enthusiastic 
devotion  of  an  awed  spectator,  standing  near  to 
say  farewell,  naturally  takes  the  opposite  direc- 
tion, and  steals  before  the  pilgrim  to  his  home, 
and  wonders  that  the  old  man^s  talk  can  linger 
so  ai'ound  things  gone  by.  But  is  it  not  that  al- 
ready the  thoughts  fall  into  the  order  of  judgment, 
and  practise  the  incipient  meditations  of  heaven  ? 
In  that  world  of  which  we  have  no  experience,  we 
can  at  first  have  no  anticipation  :  and  in  the  place 
whither  we  go  for  retribution,  we  must  begin  with 
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retrospect.  All  things  and  thoughts,  all  passions 
and  pursuits,  naust  live  again  :  stricken  memory 
cannot  withhold  them  :  there  is  a  divination  of 
conscience,  at  which  their  ghosts  must  rise,  to 
haunt  or  bless  us.  And  when  the  old  man  inces- 
santly reverts  to  years  that  had  receded  into  the 
far  distance,  and  finds  scenes  that  had  appeared  to 
vanish  corhe  back  even  from  his  boyhood,  and 
stand  around  him  with  prseternatural  distinctness, 
when  ancient  snatches  of  lifers  melodies  thrill 
through  his  dreams,  and  the  faces  of  early  friends 
look  in  upon  him  often,  the  preparation  is  signifi- 
cant. He  is  gathering  his  witnesses  together, 
making  ready  the  theatre  of  trial,  and  collecting 
the  audience  for  judgment.  These  are  they  that 
were  with  him  in  his  manifold  temptations,  and 
can  tell  him  of  his  victory  or  his  fall ;  that  exer- 
cised such  spirit  of  duty  as  was  in  him  :  whom 
his  selfishness  injm'ed,  or  his  fidehty  blessed. 
Remembrance  has  broken  the  seals  of  its  tombs ; 
its  sainted  dead  come  forth  at  the  trump  of  God 
within  the  soul,  and  declare  the  tribunal  set. 

With  emotions  then  far  diff'erent  from  the 
meanness  of  animal  compassion,  and  the  coldness 
of  doubt,  does  the  spu-it  of  Christ  teach  the  world 
to  look  on  age.  The  veneration  for  it  which  our 
religion  inspires,  comes  not  from  the  jiast  alone, 
but  rather  from  the  future.     In  any  view  indeed. 
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the  loug-travclled  aud  experienced  mortal,  in 
whose  mind  arc  the  only  pictures  of  many  scenes 
effaced,  and  time's  landscape  in  rare  perspective, 
must  be  regarded  with  strong  interest.  If  life 
were  but  a  brief  reality,  tliat  fleetly  passed  into  a 
shadow  and  notliingness,  the  point  of  vanishing 
would  not  be  without  its  solemn  grandeur.  But 
with  how  profound  a  reverence  must  we  look  on 
its  last  stage,  as  entering  the  margin  of  God's 
eternity;  as  the  land-mark  of  earth's  boundary- 
ocean,  fanned  alreadj^  by  the  winds,  and  feeling 
the  spray,  of  the  infmite  ! 

Nor  are  the  feehngs  less  humanizing  and  holy 
with  which  Christianity  teaches  the  aged  disciple 
to  regard  the  world  and  himself.  He  leaves  it, — 
if  he  be  a  disciple, — not  with  censoriousness,  but 
with  faith  ;  knowing  that,  with  all  its  generations, 
the  earth,  as  well  as  his  own  mind,  is  a  thing 
young  in  the  years  of  eternal  Providence.  He 
has  too  large  a  vision  to  be  readily  cast  down 
about  its  prospects.  If  its  social  changes  are  not 
to  his  desire,  if  that  for  which  he  battled  as  for 
the  true  and  good  seems  even  to  be  retreating 
from  his  hopes,  and  questionable  novelties  to  be 
deceiving  the  hearts  of  men, — yet  he  sinks  with- 
out despair,  and  waves,  as  he  retires,  a  cheerful 
and  aft'ectionate  adieu.  He  has  too  vivid  a  sense 
of  the  brevity  of  a  human  life,  to  despond  at  any 
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vicissitudes  that  may  occur,  any  tendencies  that 
may  disclose  themselves,  within  such  space.  He 
freely  blesses  God,  that  when,  from  its  altered 
ways,  the  world  has  become  no  longer  congenial 
to  him,  he  is  permitted  to  leave  it ;  and  he  can 
rejoice  that  those  who  remain  behind  behold  it 
with  different  eyes  :  for  he  recognises  and  admires 
God^s  law,  that  those  who  are  to  live  in  the  world 
shall  not  be  out  of  love  with  it.  From  the 
mental  station  which  he  occupies  it  certainly 
seems  as  if  twilight  were  gathering  fast  and 
leading  on  the  night :  and  so  for  two  things  he  is 
thankful ;  that  the  vesper-heU  flings  its  note  upon 
his  ear,  and  calls  him  to  prayer  and  rest ;  and 
that  on  others  of  his  race,  who  gaze  into  the 
heavens  from  a  different  point,  the  morning  seems 
to  be  rising,  and  its  fresh  breeze  to  be  up,  and  the 
matin  rings  its  summons  : — for  always  there  must 
be  prayer ;  only  at  dawn  it  leads  to  labour,  and  at 
eve  to  rest.  Nor  does  he  leave  the  world  which 
has  been  his  locality  so  long,  as  a  scene  in  which 
he  has  no  further  interest.  Possibly  even,  its  fu- 
tm'e  changes  may  not  be  hidden  from  his  view : 
and  at  all  events  his  sympathies  dwell  and  will 
dwell  there  still :  and  all  that  most  truly  con- 
stitutes his  being,  the  work  he  has  done, 
the  wills  he  has  moved,  the  loving  thoughts 
he    has    awakened,   remain    behind;    enter   the 
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great  structure  of  human  existence,  and  share  its 
perpetuity. 

Tlie  aged,  ere  they  depart,  are  able  to  report  to 
us  something  of  the  exactitude  of  the  DiAine  re- 
tribution. The  Justice  of  God  docs  not  always 
delay  and  postpone  its  sentence  till  it  is  inaudi- 
ble to  the  hnng.  There  are  some  of  our  human 
works  that  '  go  before  us  to  judgment ;'  and  the 
verdict  may  be  apprehended  by  every  attentive 
mind.  Om*  nature  does  not  all  die  at  the  same 
moment ;  but  the  animal  elements  begin  to 
vanish,  while  the  moral  still  remain.  And  truly 
those  in  whom  the  lower  self  has  been  permitted 
to  gain  a  terrible  ascendancy,  those  whose  life 
has  been  in  obedience  to  the  precept  '  eat  and  be 
filled,'  meet  their  dreary  recompence  in  age :  one 
part  of  their  moral  probation  is  visibly  and  aw- 
fully brought  to  its  close ;  and  in  the  miseries  of 
a  blank  and  chafing  mind,  a  querulous  imbecihty 
of  temper,  a  heart  unrefreshed  by  a  warm  sympa- 
thy, every  eye  may  discern  the  issue.  But  when 
the  soul  has  been  faithful  to  the  higher  purposes 
of  existence ;  when  there  has  been  a  benign  ob- 
servance of  the  moral  relations  which  give  dig- 
nity to  hfe ;  when  the  sympathies  of  kindred  and 
neighbourhood  and  society,  the  exercise  of  intel- 
ligent thought,  the  practice  of  unostentatious  be- 
nevolence, the  tranquil  maintenance  of  faith  and 
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trust,  have  engaged  and  consecrated  the  years  of 
best  ngour, — there,  even  though  the  nobler  fires 
of  nature  grow  languid  and  decline,  the  mild 
light  of  a  good  heart  shines  to  the  last,  cheerful 
to  all  observers,  and  casts  no  faint  illumination  on 
past  and  futui-e.  The  peace  of  God  full  often  sur- 
vives the  lapse  of  meaner  comforts,  and  drives 
away  every  trace  of  fretfuluess  from  age  and  ter- 
ror from  death  ;  leaving  simply  the  rest  incident 
to  the  completion  of  a  good  and  worthy  fight ;  and 
preparing  all  hearts  to  hope  for  a  quiet  migration 
to  a  better  country,  even  a  heavenly.  Calm  as 
this,  after  a  fiery  career,  was  the  retirement  of 
'  such  a  one  as  Paul  the  Aged,'  when  '  the  time 
of  his  departure  was  at  hand/ 


XXII. 

NOTHING  HUMAN  EVEE  DIES. 


ECCLESIASTES  VII.   17. 
WHY  SHOULDST  THOU   DIE  BEFORE  THY  TIME? 

The  only  resource  for  a  man  without  faith,  is  to 
be  also  without  love ;  -wliich  indeed,  by  the  com- 
passion of  Heaven,  he  will  naturally  be.  For 
scarcely  can  anything  be  more  serious,  than  the 
aspect  which  life  assumes,  when  any  considerable 
portion  of  it  lies  in  retrospect,  beneath  an  affec- 
tionate eye  that  can  discern  no  more  than  its 
visible  and  pal^jable  relations.  A  few  years  of 
unconscious  gain,  followed  by  a  long  process  of 
conscious  loss,  complete  the  story  of  our  being 
here.  The  best  shelter  that  the  world  affords  us 
is  the  first, — the  affections  into  which  we  are  born, 
and  which  are  too  natural  for  us  to  know  their 
worth,    till    they    are    disturbed ; — for  constant 
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blessings,  like  constant  pressures,  are  the  last  to 
be  discovered.  During  the  whole  period  of  child- 
hood, \vlien  the  most  rapid  and  astonishing  de- 
velopment of  vitality  and  acquisition  of  power  are 
going  on,  the  wonder  and  the  bhss  are  hidden 
from  our  eyes ;  gratitude  is  scarcely  possible ;  and 
the  delighted  gaze  of  the  contemplating  spectator 
is  unintelligible.  We  wake  up  at  our  first  grave 
affliction ;  our  blindness  is  removed  by  pain ;  the 
film  is  purified  by  tears,  and  alas  !  the  moment 
sorrow  gives  us  sight,  the  good  that  we  behold  is 
gone.  And  thenceforth  we  love  knowingly,  and 
lose  constantly ;  and  after  dreaming  that  all 
things  were  given  to  us,  or  even  by  nature  our 
own,  we  find  them  only  lent,  and  see  in  our  re- 
maining years  the  undecyphered  list  of  their  recal. 
Standing  on  the  shore  which  bounds  the  ocean  of 
the  Past,  we  see  treasure  after  treasure  receding 
in  the  distance,  or  thi'own  into  that  insatiable 
waste,  on  whose  surface  they  make  a  momentary 
smile  of  light,  then  leave  the  gulf  in  darkness. 
Into  that  deep,  year  after  year  has  sunk,  no  less 
rich  than  this*  in  spoils  from  the  human  heart. 
Our  fathers  and  our  early  homes,  the  dream  of 
our  first  friendships,  the  surprise  of  new  affections, 
and  all  the  delicious  marvels  of  life  yet  fresh,  have 

*  This  Discourse  was  preached  on  the  last  day  of  the  year. 
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vanished  there.  And  soon,  when  we  have  been 
the  losers  long  enough,  we  shall  become  the  lost ; 
and  vainly  struggle  with  the  sweep  of  the  un- 
fathomable sea.  Whether  death,  which  treads 
closely  on  the  steps  of  life  upon  our  world,  shall 
ever  absolutely  overtake  it,  and  finally  stop  the 
race  of  beauty  and  of  love  which  now  is  per- 
petually begun  afresh  ; — whether  the  chills  of 
winter,  transient  now,  will  become  eternal,  and 
suppress  for  ever  the  flowers  which  can  yet  steal 
out  again  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth ; — Avhether 
the  frosts  of  mortality  shall  hereafter  arrest  the 
life-stream  of  our  race,  and  dismiss  us  to  that 
extinction  which  has  fallen  on  other  tribes  before 
us; — and  the  clouds  fly,  and  the  shrill  hail  fall 
over  a  naked  world, — we  know  not.  But  to  us, 
in  succession,  all  things  die.  The  past  contains 
all  that  time  has  rendered  dear  and  familiar ;  and 
that  passes  silently  away :  the  future  contains 
whatever  is  cold  and  strange ;  and  its  mysteries 
come  swiftly  on  us. 

Yet  in  this  melancholy  retrospect,  natural  as  it 
is  to  our  affections,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  illu- 
sion, which  is  the  occasion  of  half  its  sadness. 
When  we  go  out  of  ourselves  and  our  aff'airs,  and 
seize  a  higher  point  of  view,  we  see  that  this 
world  is  no  such  collection  of  perishable  tilings, 
after  all ;  that  as  God  lives  ever  in  it,  he  gathers 
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around  him  all  that  is  most  like  him,  and  suffers 
nothing  that  is  excellent  to  die.  There  are  things 
in  his  vrorld  which  are  not  meant  to  perish; — 
works  which  sur\-ive  the  workmen,  and  multiply 
blessings  when  they  are  gone,  and  make  all  who 
lend  a  faithful  hand  to  them,  part  of  the  hus- 
bandry of  God,  labom'crs  with  Him  on  that  great 
field  of  time,  whose  culture  and  whose  hars'ests 
are  everlasting.  The  pains  we  spend  upon  our 
mortal  selves,  will  perish  with  ourselves ;  but  the 
care  we  give  out  of  a  good  heart  to  others,  the 
efforts  of  disinterested  duty,  the  deeds  and 
thoughts  of  pure  affection,  are  never  lost :  they 
are  liable  to  no  waste ;  and  are  like  a  force  that 
propagates  itself  for  ever,  changing  its  place  but 
not  losing  its  intensity.  In  short,  there  is  a  sense 
in  which  nothing  human  ever  perishes  :  nothing,  at 
least,  which  proceeds  from  the  higher  and  charac- 
teristic part  of  a  man^s  natui'C;  nothing  which 
comes  of  his  mind  and  conscience ;  nothing  which 
he  does  as  a  subject  of  God's  moral  law.  His 
good  and  ill  lives  after  him,  an  endless  blessing  or 
a  lasting  curse ;  a  consideration  this  which  gives 
dignity  to  the  humblest  duty,  and  enormity  to 
careless  wrong.  I  do  not  now  refer  to  the  conse- 
quences of  conduct  in  a  future  life ;  but  to  a 
certain  perpetual  and  indestructible  influence  it 
must  have  upon  this  world.     It  is  a  mistake  to 
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suppose  tliat  any  service  rendered  to  mankind, 
any  interesting  relation  of  human  life,  any  exhi- 
bition of  moral  greatness,  even  any  peculiar  condi- 
tion of  society,  can  ever  be  lost ;  their  form  only 
disappears;  their  value  still  remains,  and  their 
office  is  everlastingly  performed.  Material  struc- 
tiu'es  are  dissolved,  their  identity  and  functions 
are  gone.  But  mind  partakes  of  the  eternity  of 
the  great  parent  spirit;  and  thoughts,  truths, 
emotions,  once  given  to  the  world,  ai'e  never  past : 
they  exist  as  truly,  and  perform  their  duty  as 
actively,  a  thousand  years  after  their  origin,  as  on 
their  day  of  bii'th.  I  would  endeavour  to  illustrate 
this  in  some  separate  instances. 

(1.)  The  acts  of  our  individual  minds  are  never 
lost. 

Every  human  deed  of  right  or  wrong  fulfils  two 
offices ;  it  produces  certain  immediate  extrinsic 
results  ;  and  it  contributes  to  form  some  internal 
disposition  or  affection.  Every  act  of  wise  bene- 
volence goes  forth,  and  alleviates  a  suiFering ;  it 
goes  loithin,  and  gives  intenser  force  to  the  spirit 
of  mercy.  Every  act  of  -sindictiveness  goes  forth 
and  creates  a  woe  ;  it  goes  ivithin,  and  inflames  the 
diseases  of  the  passions.  In  the  one  relation,  it 
may  be  momentary  and  transient ;  in  the  other, 
irremediable  and  permanent.  In  the  one  its  deal- 
ings are  with  pain  and  physical  ill ;    in  the  other 
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with  goodness  or  with  guilt,  and  the  solemn  deter- 
minations of  the  human  will.     And  in  as  much  as 
physical  ill  is  temporary,  while  moral  agencies  are 
eternal — (for  death  is  the  end  of  pain,  hut  where 
is  the  end  of  sin  '?) — in  as  much  as  a  disinterested 
and  holy  mind  is  the  sure  fountain  of  healing  and 
of  peace, — and  a  heart  torn  by  passions  fierce  or 
foul,  is  at  once  the  seat  and  source  of  a  thousand 
miseries, — no  particular  natural  good  or  evil  can 
be  compared  in  importance  with  the  eternal  dis- 
tinctions between  right  and  wrong  ;  nor  any  effect 
of  an  action  be  ranked  in  magnitude  with  its  in- 
fluence on  human  affections  and  character.     The 
great  office  of  virtue  {we  are  told)  is  to  bless  man- 
kind ;    very  well,  but  then  the  greatest  blessing  is 
in  the  increase  of  virtue.     The  essential  character 
then  of  every  choice  we  make  is  to  be  found  in  its 
tendency  to  promote  or  to  impair  the  purity  and 
good  order,  the  generosity  and  moral  dignity,  of 
the  mind :    and  this  element  of  our  actions  can 
never    die ;    but  survives  in   our  present    selves, 
more  truly  than  the  juices  of  the  soil  in  the  leaves 
and  blossoms  of  a  tree.     Such  as  we  are,  we  are 
the  offspring  of  the  past ;  '  the  child  is  father  to 
the  man ;'  our  present  characters  are  the  result  of 
all  that  we  have  desired  and  done ;    every  deed 
has  contributed  something  to  the  structure,  and 
exists  there  as  literally  as  the  stone  in  the  pyra- 
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mid  on  whose  courses    it  was    ouce   laid.      The 
action  of  the   moral  agent  does  not  consist  in  the 
contraction  of  a  muscle   or  the  movement  of  a 
limb, — and  this  is  all  that  is  really  transitory, — 
but  in  the  dispositions  of  the  mind,  which  are  in- 
delible.    Our  guilt  as  Avell  as  our  goodness,  once 
contracted,  is  ineffaceable.     No  power  within  the 
circuit  of  God's  providence  can  blot  out  an  idea 
from  the  pages  of  the  secret  heart,  or  cancel  a 
force  of  desire  that  has  once  gone  forth.     How 
vain  then  is  the  effort  of  thought  to  fly  from  the 
deed  of  sin,  the  moment  it  is  finished, — the  hurry 
of  conscience  to  reach  a  place  of  greater  peace, — 
the  eager  whisper  of  self-love  that  says,  the  lapse 
is  over,  and  a  firmer  march  of  duty  may  be  forth- 
with begmi !     If  the  foul  thing  were  cemented  to 
the  hour  that  witnessed  its  commission,  you  might 
escape  it ;    but  being  in  the  mind,  you  have  it 
with  you  still,  however  fast  you  fly,  and  however 
little  you  look  behind.     Do  you  imagine  that,  the 
evU  passion  having  spent  its  energy,  you  will  be 
safer  in  its  weakness  now?     It  is  the  falsest  of  all 
the  sophistries  of  sin  !     A  moral  impulse,  uuhke  a 
physical  force,  is  not  exhausted,  but  augmented, 
by  every  effort  it  puts  forth ;  not  only  does  it  part 
with  no  portion  of  its  power, — but  it  receives  a 
fresh  intensity.     There  still  does  it  abide,  more 
ready  than  ever  to  come  forth  and  assert  itself 
q2 
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with  strength.  Every  one's  present  mind  is,  in 
truth,  the  standing  memorial,  distinct  and  legible 
to  the  eye  of  God,  of  all  that  he  has  willed  in  time 
past :  the  conduct  and  feelings  of  to-day  are  the 
resultant  of  ten  thousand  forces  of  previous  voli- 
tion, nor  would  any  act  remain  the  same  if  any 
one  of  its  predecessors  were  withdrawn  or  changed. 
Even  the  silent  and  hidden  currents  of  desire  and 
thought  leave  their  traces  visible ;  as  waves  in  the 
deeper  sea  are  discovered,  when  the  waters  ebb 
by  the  ripple-mark  congealed  upon  the  sand. 
Thus  the  acts  of  our  will  do  not  and  cannot 
perish :  they  then  truly  begin  to  live,  when  they 
are  past ;  for  then  only  do  they  become  deposits 
in  our  memory,  and  contributions  to  our  aifec- 
tions;  then  only  does  their  internal  and  mental 
history  commence,  and  they  put  forth  that  view- 
less attraction  by  which,  more  than  before,  the 
heart  gravitates  towards  good  or  ill.  There  is 
consolation  as  well  as  terror  in  this  thought.  No 
strife  of  a  good  heart,  no  performance  of  a  kind 
hand,  has  been  without  effect.  Not  in  vain 
have  been  the  struggles,  however  trivial  they 
seem,  of  our  early  conscience,  the  dreams  of  a 
departed  enthusiasm, — the  high  ambition  of  our 
untried  "\drtue ;  these  things  are  with  us  always, 
even  unto  the  end  :  in  our  colder  maturity,  even 
in  the  frosts  of  age,  their  central  glow  is  with  our 
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nature  secretly,  and  relaxes  unobserved  the  binding 
crust  of  years.  Perishable  deeds  and  transient 
emotions  are  the  materials  wherewith  God  has 
given  us  to  build  up  the  eternal  character ;  and  to 
raise  the  tower  by  which  we  escape  the  floods  of 
death,  and,  with  no  impious  intent,  climb  the 
mansions  of  the  skies.  Steadily  must  the  structure 
rise,  like  the  walls  of  the  persecuted  Jerusalem  of 
old,  at  which  some  toiled  while  others  watched. 
Unceasingly  we  must  build ;  parched,  it  may  be, 
beneath  the  sultry  sun,  faint  and  sinking  but  for 
draughts  from  the  '  wells  of  salvation ;'  on  the  side 
of  the  desert,  it  may  be,  where  we  should  shudder 
at  the  tempest's  moan,  but  for  sweet  songs  of  Zion 
that  float  to  us  from  within ; — exposed,  it  may  be, 
to  treacherous  and  banded  foes,  whose  surprises 
would  terrify,  but  for  the  trusty  weapon  and  the 
well-trained  arm ; — at  midnight  and  alone,  it  may 
be,  cheerless  but  for  the  eyes  of  Heaven  that  look 
upon  our  toil,  and  the  streaks  of  the  East,  which 
promise  us  a  day-spring.  Ye  must  build,  over  the 
valley  and  on  the  rock,  till  a  wall  of  impregnable 
protection  is  thrown  around  the  sanctuary  within, 
and  in  securest  peace  ye  can  go  in  and  out  the 
temple  of  God's  spirit ; — '  which  temple  ye  are.' 

(2.)  The  social  and  domestic  relations  whose  loss 
we  mourn  do  not  really  perish,  when  they  seem  to 
die. 
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Those  relations,  it  is  needless  to  say,  do  not 
consist  in  the  mere  juxtaposition  of  so  many 
liumau  beings.  A  certain  number  of  animal  lives, 
that  are  of  prescribed  ages,  that  eat  and  drink 
together,  and  that  sleep  under  the  same  roof,  by 
no  means  make  a  family.  Almost  as  well  might 
we  say  that  it  is  the  bricks  of  a  house  that  make  a 
home.  There  may  be  a  home  in  the  forest  or  the 
wilderness ;  and  there  may  be  a  family,  with  all 
its  best  blessings,  though  half  its  members  may  be 
in  foreign  lands,  or  in  another  world.  It  is  the 
gentle  memories,  the  mutual  thought,  the  desire 
to  bless,  the  sympathies  that  meet  when  duties  are 
apart,  the  fervour  of  the  parents^  prayers,  the  per- 
suasion of  filial  love,  the  sister's  pride  and  the 
brother's  benediction,  that  constitute  the  true 
elements  of  domestic  life,  and  sanctify  the  dwell- 
ings of  our  birth.  Abolish  the  sentiments  which 
pervade  and  animate  the  machinery  and  move- 
ments of  our  social  being,  and  their  whole  value 
obviously  disappears.  The  objects  of  aflFection  are 
nothing  to  us  but  for  the  affection  which  they 
excite ;  it  is  for  this  that  they  exist ;  this  removed, 
their  relation  loses  its  identity ;  this  preserved,  it 
undergoes  no  essential  change.  Friends  are 
assigned  to  us  for  the  sake  of  friendship ;  and 
homes  for  the  sake  of  love ;  and  while  they  per- 
form these  offices  in  our  hearts,  in  essence  and  in 
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spirit  they  are  with  us  still.  The  very  tears  we 
shed  over  their  loss  are  proofs  that  they  are  not 
lost ;  for  what  is  grief,  but  love  itself  restricted  to 
acts  of  memory  and  longing  for  its  other  tasks, — 
imprisoned  in  the  past,  and  striving  vainly  to  be 
free  ?  The  cold  hearts  that  never  deeply  mourn 
lose  nothing,  for  they  have  no  stake  to  lose  :  the 
genial  souls  that  deem  it  no  shame  to  weep,  give 
evidence  that  they  have,  fresh  and  living  still,  the 
sympathies,  to  nurture  which  our  human  ties  are 
closely  drawn.  God  only  lends  us  the  objects  of 
our  affection ;  the  affection  itself  he  gives  us  in 
perpetuity.  In  this  best  sense,  instances  are  not 
rare  in  Avhich  the  friend  or  the  parent  then  first 
begins  to  live  for  us,  when  death  has  withdrawn 
him  from  our  eyes,  and  given  him  over  exclusively 
to  oiu'  hearts  :  at  least  I  have  known  a  mother 
among  the  sainted  blest,  sway  the  wiU  of  a 
thoughtful  child  far  more  than  her  living  voice  ; 
brood  with  a  kind  of  serene  omnipresence  over  his 
affections ;  and  sanctify  his  passing  thought  by  the 
mild  vigilance  of  her  pure  and  loving  eye.  And 
what  better  life  for  him  could  she  have  than  this  ? 
Nay,  standing  as  each  man  does  in  the  centre  of  a 
wide  circumference  of  social  influences,  recipient  as 
he  is  of  innumerable  impressions  from  the  mighty 
human  heart,  his  inward  being  may  be  justly  said 
to  consist  far  more  in  others'  lives  than  in  his  own  : 
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without  thcra  and  alone,  he  would  have  missed  the 
greater  part  of  the  thoughts  and  emotions  which 
make  np  his  existence;  and  when  he  dies,  he 
carries  away  their  life  rather  than  his  oavu.  He 
dwells  still  below,  within  their  minds  :  their  image 
in  his  soul  (which  perhaps  is  the  best  element  of 
their  being)  passes  away  to  the  world  incorruptible 
above. 

(3.)  All  that  is  noble  in  the  world's  past  history, 
and  especially  the  minds  of  the  great  and  good, 
are,  in  like  manner,  never  lost. 

The  true  records  of  mankind,  the  human  annals 
of  the  earth,  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  changes  of 
geographical  names,  in  the  shifting  boundaries  of 
dominion,  in  the  travels  and  adventures  of  the 
baubles  of  royalty,  or  even  in  the  undulations  of 
the  greater  and  lesser  waves  of  population.  We 
have  learned  nothing,  till  we  have  penetrated  far 
beyond  these  casual  and  external  changes,  which 
are  of  interest  only  as  the  effect  and  symptoms  of 
the  great  mental  vicissitudes  of  our  race.  History 
is  an  account  of  the  past  experience  of  humanity; 
and  this,  like  the  life  of  the  individual,  consists  in 
the  ideas  and  sentiments,  the  deeds  and  passions, 
the  truths  and  toils,  the  \irtues  and  the  guilt,  of 
the  mind  and  heart  within.  We  have  a  deep 
concern  in  preserving  from  destruction  the  thoughts 
of  the  past,  the  leading  conceptions  of  all  remark- 
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able  forms  of  chilization ;  the  acMevements  of 
genius,  of  virtue,  and  of  high  faith.  And  in  this, 
nothing  can  disappoint  us  :  for  though  these  things 
may  be  indi\idually  forgotten,  collectively  they 
survive,  and  are  in  action  still.  All  the  past  ages 
of  the  world  were  necessaiy  to  the  formation  of  the 
present ;  they  are  essential  ingredients  in  the 
events  that  occur  daily  before  our  eyes.  There  is 
no  period  so  ancient,  no  country  so  remote,  that 
it  could  be  cancelled  without  producing  a  present 
shock  upon  the  earth.  One  layer  of  time  has 
Providence  piled  up  upon  another  for  immemorial 
ages  :  we  that  live  stand  now  upon  this  '  great 
mountain  of  the  Lord;'  were  the  strata  below 
removed,  the  fabric  and  ourselves  would  fall  in 
ruins.  Had  Greece,  or  Rome,  or  Palestine,  been 
other  than  they  were,  Christianity  could  not  have 
been  what  it  is :  had  Romanism  been  different. 
Protestantism  could  not  have  been  the  same,  and  we 
might  not  have  been  here  this  day.  The  separate 
civilizations  of  past  centuries  may  be  of  colours 
singly  indiscernible ;  but  in  truth,  they  are  the 
prismatic  rays  which,  united,  form  our  present 
light.  And  do  we  look  back  on  the  great  and 
good,  lamenting  that  they  are  gone  ?  Do  we  bend 
in  commemorative  reverence  before  them,  and  wish 
that  our  lot  had  been  cast  in  their  better  days  ? 
What    is   the   peculiar    function   which    heaven 
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assigns  to  such  niincls,  when  tenants  of  our  earth  ? 
Have  the  great  and  the  good  any  nobler  office  than 
to  touch  the  liuman  heart  with  deep  veneration 
for  greatness  and  goodness  ? — to  kindle  in  the 
understanding  the  light  of  more  glorious  concep- 
tions, and  in  the  conscience  the  fires  of  a  holier 
virtue  ?  And  that  we  grieve  for  their  departure, 
and  invoke  their  names,  is  proof  that  they  are 
performing  such  blessed  office  still, — that  this, 
their  highest  life  for  others,  compared  with  which 
their  personal  agency  is  nothing,  is  not  extinct. 
Indeed,  God  has  so  framed  our  memory  that  it  is 
the  infirmities  of  noble  souls  that  chiefly  fall  into 
the  shadows  of  the  past ;  while  whatever  is  fair  and 
excellent  in  their  lives,  comes  forth  from  the  gloom 
in  ideal  beauty,  and  leads  us  on  through  the  wilds 
and  mazes  of  our  mortal  way.  Nor  does  the 
retrospect,  thus  glorified,  deceive  us  by  any  fallacy: 
for  things  present  with  us  we  comprehend  far  less 
completely,  and  appreciate  less  impartially,  than 
things  past.  Nothing  can  become  a  clear  object 
of  our  thought,  while  we  ourselves  are  in  it :  we 
understand  not  our  childhood,  till  we  have  left  it ; 
GUI'  youth,  till  it  has  departed ;  our  life  itself,  till  it 
verges  to  its  close ;  or  the  majesty  of  genius  and 
holiness,  till  we  look  back  on  them  as  fled.  Each 
portion  of  our  human  experience  becomes  in 
succession  intelligible  to  us,  as  we  quit  it  for  a  new 
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point  of  \ievr.  God  lias  stationed  us  at  the  inter- 
secting line  between  tlie  known  and  the  unknown: 
he  has  planted  us  on  a  floating  island  of  mystery, 
from  which  we  survey  the  expanse  behind  in  the 
clear  light  of  experience  and  truth,  and  cleave 
the  waves,  in\dsible,  yet  ever  breaking,  of  the 
unbounded  future.  Our  very  progress,  which  is 
our  peculiar  glory,  consists  in  at  once  losing  and 
learning  the  past ;  in  gaining  fresh  stations  from 
which  to  take  a  wiser  retrospect,  and  become  more 
deeply  aware  of  the  treasures  we  have  used.  We 
are  never  so  conscious  of  the  succession  of  blessings 
which  God's  providence  has  heaped  on  us,  as  when 
lamenting  the  lapse  of  years;  and  are  then  richest 
in  the  fruits  of  time,  when  mourning  that  time 
steals  those  fruits  away. 


THE  END. 
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